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A LYRICAL DRAMA. 



I. 

Scene I. — The Regions of the Aib. 
Song of the Guabdian Angels of the Earth. 

All hail to the Cross of the Crucified God, Creator of angels 

and men ! 
In Heaven is His Throne, on the Earth, in the Sea, and under 

the Earth, in the den 
Where the Dragon shall lie, fast bound in the chain whose 

links in His travail He wrought 
With sweat of His brow, and with sweat of His soul, and 

infinite Passion and Thought. 
Earth saw it and shook, her foundations were moved, her 

deep-rooted pillars were bowed ; 
Heaven saw and grew pale, and the light of her eyes she 

veiled in her blackness of cloud ; 
And the Sun was struck blind by the spectacle dread, and 

drove on in madness of pain ; 
And the stars from their windows looked forth for his sign, 

and watched for his coming in vain ; 
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And the orb of the world, plunging on through the dark, 

reeled hither and thither dismayed. 
Like masterless charger, or ship without helm ; the stars in 

their course were afraid : 
And the Dead in their graves woke up at the shock of its 

stagger and stumble of fright. 
And with wide, startled eyes stood up in their shrouds and 

stared on the Natureless Night : 
And up through the heights of the azure hills sped, the thrill 

which, through star and through clod 
Had knit all Creation, and linked with its pain the Cross and 

the Thrwie of her God. 



But lo! as He passed through the darkness and doom to the 

light and the life of the day. 
The armies of Heaven, on their steeds white as snow, rode 

after in brightest array ; 
And loud from on high broke the chime and the crash of the 

thunders of planet and star ; 
And, bright through the void, as a sim through the sea, rolled 

the flame of His conquering Car ; 
And through the abysses, like mists on the blast, the legions 

of darkness were driven 
From the Hght of His Face, of His Feet, of His Side, that 

three-foimtained Splendour of Heaven. 
For when from His Cross the loud cry had gone up "It is 

finished ! " the hosts of the Night 
Like thousands of lightnings dropped down from the sky, nor 

stayed their precipitate flight. 
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Till HeU in her darkest recesses had hid, their ranks from 

His Glory that shone 
Who went to His Cross like a lamb to the knife, but came 

from it — God from His Throne. 
And into the desolate Halls of the Prince of the Power of the 

Air and the Night, 
In ocean on ocean of splendour and song, the choirs and the 

armies of Light 
Swept on to the Banquet divine of the worlds, the Feast of 

their freedom and bHss, 
The Triumph of Nature, Men, Angels and God, and aU that 

are Servants of ffis. 



And now in the golden expanse of the skies, we dwell without 

peril or fear. 
And back to the deeps the marauders we chase through the 

length and the breadth of the sphere ; 
The armies of Nature we marshal and lead, the forces of Beings 

and Things, 
And all through the void bums the flame of our hosts, the 

fire of our feet and our wings ; 
The crest of the billows of sea and of cloud, in flakes of bright 

vapour and foam 
Roimd our feet, round our heads weaving bow within bow 

from Pavement of Crystal to Dome ; 
We roU on the Globe in its path round the Sim, and weave 

its array as it flies 
With shuttle of sunbeam and woof of the cloud outstretched 

on the loom of the skies ; 
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We bridle the Dragons of whirlwind and storm and turn them 

about as we list ; 
The Thunder's black steeds that no mortal can tame, b^t 

of the flame and the mist, 
Come bounding along through the deserts of air, and bow 

their proud necks to our hand. 
Then shake their wild manes to the whirlwind and flash, in the 

lightnings, o*er ocean and land ; 
And high on the proud, rearing billows we ride, that roll to 

the shore in their ranks. 
The strength of the sea in their bridleless necks and foam of 

its pride on their flanks. 



And Nations, and Beings, and Changes, and Times, we gather, 

and order, and bind ; 
The Captains and Leaders of hosts and of hearts in the race 

and the battle of Mind ; 
We kindle the altars of Passion and Thought with flame newly 

lit from the skies, 
And touch with a coal all alive with God's Breath the eloquent 

lips of the wise ; 
We feed the deep furnace where simmer and seethe new 

epochs approaching to birth, 
And loose them in flame in the fulness of time from the 

volcanic womb of the Earth ; 
And high on the red surge of battle we ride— the battle of 

peoples and kings. 
And ours are the shouts that are heard in the gale as we fly- 
on the hurricane's wings ; 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 



And over the standards that rally and reel one banner of 

glory we bear, 
It streams through the tempest of passion and pain like the 

flight of a God through the air ; 
And over the necks of the mighty and proud our legions haste 

on to their goal, 
The triumph of Truth, and of Freedom, and God, and Nature, 

and Science, and Soul, 
When God's shall be Christ's and Christ's shall be Man's, and 

Maker and Saviour in One 
Shall say unto men " Come, reign with us, Kings ! ye brothers 

and heirs with the Son ! " 



The Angel of the Eabth. 

The hour draws nigh — is now — ^when Earth shall be 

Loosed from her hundred centuries of thrall 

To the usurping Fiend, and sit enthroned 

Among the Principalities and Powers 

That never knew the yoke of sin, nor sweat 

Of servitude, but have for ever borne 

The service that is freedom, and the yoke 

Which, like the sunny harness of the worlds, 

Is law and liberty, and light and life. 

To aU the seraph-chariots of God. 

Ah, poor sad world ! What myriads of our hosts 

Have wept o'er thee, and known the fellowship 

Of thy Eedeemer's Cross ! What myriads too 

Shall sing o'er thee, and hail thee to thy Crown ! 

Shine out ye stars that day with sevenfold light ! 



6 BAT AN BOUND: 



And let the son that morning dip his fioce 
In Heaven's own sea of splendour, and look new 
As when God took him from the Fomit of Light, 
And, binding ancient Darkness to his wheels, 
Proclaimed him through his star-realms King of Day. 

The Eabth. 
How long ? Lord I How long? Why tarriest Thou ? 

Anoel of Tms Eabth. 

There was a sigh ! It seemed to shake the heavens 
And make the planets flicker ! sad world ! 
Be comforted. Dehverance is at hand. 
The reign of Sin is but a passing cloud 
In the eternal day of God and Good. 

The Earth. 
How slowly jogs the weary wain of Time I 

Angel of the Earth. 

Be patient yet a httle while. For He 

Who shall come will come. Lo I He cometh quickly. 

The Earth. 
Oh, I must groan I It is the privilege 
Of sufferers : who, with strong patience dumb, 
Moan in their agony. What agony 
Is mine ! Was ever sorrow like to it ? 
Am not I known among my sister stars 
By the black weeds of mourning ? Do not they 
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Point to me as I walk with softened steps 

Through their bright groups, and say with pitying looks 

" There goes the weeping world I " And well they may. 

For I have never ceased to weep since these — 

My children — ^lifted up rebeUious hands 

And Heaven's dark curse for their sin fell on me. 

Yet more for them than for myself I weep : 

My mother-heart is broken for their sake. 

For I had known the fury of the Heavens, 

In storm and earthquake, and devouring fire. 

Long before they had issued from my womb : 

And gladly had endured the waste and wreck 

For the sweet hope of that delightful race 

Who in the fulness of the time, would dwell 

Upon my habitable bosom, and enjoy 

The peaceful fruit of all my agony. 

Vain hope ! For scarcely had I risen to look 

Upon their face, to learn their lineaments. 

And shew the goodly things I had prepared 

For their improvement sustenance and deHght 

When they rose up rebellious against Heaven 

And wrecked the hope of centuries in me. 

And what has since been done ? woful seed ! 

I shudder even to speak — to think — to know 

What tragedies ye have played before the sun. 

Hell has not witnessed direr. Fiend to fiend 

Has been more brotherly than man to man. 

The wars of devils have been harmony 

Compared with yours. For they have fought 'gainst Heaven 

Bank upon rank in solid phalanx joined ; 
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But ye against each other. From the ground 

A myriad blood- voiced shrieks have flown to Heaven 

Clamouring for judgment on a myriad Cains, 

And Heaven has held its branding thunder back 

Lest it should have to wither every brow 

And make the Eace a Vagabond. I accuse 

Not you of sowing thistles on my breast ; 

Nor venoming the serpent and the asp ; 

Nor the fierce tiger and the ravening wolf 

Inspiring with an unknown thirst for blood ; 

Nor loosing the hot thunderbolts of God ; 

Nor rousing up my slumbering lava-fires 

To scorch and scald and scathe me. None of these 

Lay I to your account. But only this 

My sons — and 'tis enough — ^that ye have sown 

Thistles in one another's bosoms ; dipped 

Your tongues in more than serpent's venom ; stung 

Each other sharper than the aspick's bite ; 

Eavened more hungrily than the gaunt wolf, 

More fiercely than the tiger ; loosed bolts 

More dreadful than the thunder's ; stirred up strifes 

And wrought convulsions which no earthquake's rage 

Had imaged in my dread pre-human times, 

And made my blooming soil and barren sea 

Alike one vast Aceldama. 

Angel of the Earth. 

Yet know 
mother for thy comfort, that thy sons 
Have thus been taught the hatefulness of sin ; 
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And had its fire of suffering been less fierce 
The lesson had been Hghther learned, and sin 
The lightlier regarded. 



The Eabth. 

True I most true ! 
And yet I cannot choose but weep. My heart 
Breaks for their sakes — ^my children I No 
My best-beloved ones when I you forget 
Let me forget my path in heaven, and drop, 
Blind, speechless, withered, paralysed and dead 
Into the darkness of the sunless deep ! 
I blame not you. It was the usurping Fiend 
That wrought the mischief. Ye are victims all 
Unto a spirit mightier in power 
And older in rebellion. He it was 
Who, urging, hate-winged, his adventurous flight 
From orb to orb in search of likeHest prey, 
Lighted on me, then newly the abode 
Of the blest race long prophesied in Heaven, 
And sung by all the planets in their rounds 
For ages to the hstening Night entranced. 
Ah I how I shuddered when I saw high-poised 
In mid-air, hovering, with ravenous eyes, 
That huge black *blot in the clear golden noon 
Of my young day — the Devil, coming down 
In wrath and vengeance like an evil bird 
Upon a trembhng dove, crouching in dust, 
While through my bowels, struck with sudden fear. 
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The rumblmg earthquake ran ; the mountains shook ; 

The startled ocean tossed on high his hands 

And fled affrighted ; thunders bellowing flew 

Through all the darkened heavens ; the Sun turned pale ; 

Volcanoes spouted their vehement fires ; 

All Nature felt the strange, unnatural load 

And sought to disemburden her, but sought 

In vain ; subject not willingly, but forced 

To bear his uncongenial yoke, and 'bide 

His yet more hateful presence. And see I 

He comes again I I shudder at his touch. 

All the old horror falls on me anew. 

Nor, though famihar as the face of Night 

Seems he less odious or abominable. 

And though he has been shorn of kingly power 

Since when the Mighty One who to me came 

And on me dwelt in Juda*s holy land 

His kingdom spoiled and through the jubilant air. 

Where stood his palace and imperial court 

That vanished with his sovereignty, did lead 

The fall'n usurper in His seraph-train 

A captive, and a show made openly 

Of all his pomp — the laughter and the scorn 

Of universal Being — yet though shorn 

Of his imperial splendour, and reduced 

To a mere speck and shadow of himself — 

A miserable marauder, and a thief 

Prowling the desolate regions of the air. 

Not less deep horror and revulsion seize 

My soul at his descent ; nor shall I rest 
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Till I have thrown him from me, as a man 
Flings off some hideous nightmare from his brain 
And wake enfranchised on the Breast of Ood. 



Satan descends. The Angel of the Earth veils himself in clouds, 

Satan. 

Well, here I am once more I Ah, Mother Earth I 

Welcome your old familiar Spirit back. 

What I So disdainful ? Ah I There was a time 

When you were not so proud. But since He came 

You have not known how high to lift your head. 

'Twill brush the planets soon and put them out. 

Now do I pray you be a little meek. 

For recollect my dear old wormy Earth 

There is a star or two as big as you. 

Some are a little bigger as I think. 

Well, yes, and brighter. As I've passed them by 

I've taken their measure often. A big angel 

Might stick you for a jewel in his crest. 

Only you are too dull. The other angels 

Might smile and ask him if he had picked up 

A blasted star-clod. You are not so bright 

As you imagine. So be humble now. 

And don't make faces at your ancient friend. 

The Earth. 
Thou Hound detestable ! 
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Satan. 

Ah yes I That's right ! 
Call mo bad names. I'm used to them. But I 
Can shoot with that bow. thou rotten drab 
That Death leads out to dance about the heavens 
And Midwife Time dehvers of corruption. 



The Earth. 

Which thou thyself begat'st — Father of Lies, 
Of Sin, of Death, of all things miscreate, 
Begot of Eve by fraud and subtilty 
Thou sin-engendering Fiend I 



Satan. 

Now that's too. bad I 
Didn't she consent ? and find the fruit forbidden 
As pleasant to the sight as sweet on tongue ? 
No wonder all your daughters in Hke case 
Deny their portion of the dual sin 
With such a venerable example. Well, 
It was a pity that she was so weak 
I own. Especially my antique dear 
When there were lovelier planets looking on. 
Fair Juno, Vesta, and delightful Venus. 

what a fool was I to dote on you 

While their bright eyes were winking at me ! Ah ! 

1 was a young fiend then. 
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The Eabth. 

Thank Heaven the fiend 
Is getting old, and that his time is short. 
I shall be rid of thee anon. 

Satan. 

Of me? 

You're joking I Ha ! ha I ha ! That is a jest I 

You know what a fine jolly fiend I am, 

And what a jolly time we've had together. 

What would you do without your merry devil ? 

No rapes, seductions or adulteriea 

To amuse young ladies in their little boudoirs ; 

No murders to cheer up the drooping spirits 

Of mild old gents and merciful old maids ; 

No war to illuminate the morning news 

With its red batches of slain men for breakfast : 

No rogues to sharp the wits of honest dulness : 

No thieves to wake the fat and snoring hounds 

Of the police to miss the scent and seize 

The lamb, to amuse the grinning fox and wolf. 

The judges all asleep upon the bench ; 

The lawyers left without a single fire 

Of strife to warm their poor blue noses at ; 

The very parsons dozing on their bibles, 

And not a soHtary drop of scandal 

To make their people's oily faces shine ; 

And the whole world a dead and dreary level 

Of meek and sleek respectabiHty. 

What a dull time you'd have I pitiful I 
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Thk EIabth. 

DuU for a Dovil, and a Devil^s kith 
No doubt. But to all others Paradise. 

Satan. 

WoU, Paradise was a dull place enough 

Until I oanio and made a stir in it. 

A man and woman living there together 

With most provoking regularity ; 

Not o'on a saucy word, or naughty act 

To mako tliom interesting. Who could bear 

To look on such a flat, unflavoured life ? 

/ could not. So I gave a rehsh to it. 

The Earth. 
You mixed your ovm damnation with it, fiend ! 

Satan. 

A little brimstone — that was all. What harm ! 
It only sot their blood a tingling. 

The Eabth. 

Ah! 

Would that had been the worst effect of it ! 

Satan. 

Eeally you are becoming very wise. 

I should not wonder if you beat the Snake 

Ere long at his own trade. My dear old pupil 
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We'll recommend you to the proper quarter 
For a promotion. You shall yet become 
That which I promised you — a god with gods. 
I'll give you my certificate. Don't fear. 



The Angel of the Eabth rolling hack the clouds stands revealed 
while Satan falls prostrate. 

Angel of the Eabth. 
Have done thy ribald insolence foul Fiend I 

Satan. 

Pardon me Saint I I knew not of thy presence. 
Torment me not I pray before the time. 

Angel of the Eabth. 
Thou coward ! Lo, I spurn thee with my foot ! 

Satan. 

Tis a sweet foot. I'm honoured in the spuming. 
Sweeter ne'er trod the bright empyreal floor. 
Nor purer I will swear. let me kiss it I 

Angel of the Eabth. 

Try not thy glozing subtleties on me. 

I'm not an Eve to list thy flattering tongue. 
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Satan. 

See what a vast calamity it is 

To have a character for telling lies ! 

None will believe you when you speak the truth. 

My lord, it is indeed, a saint-like foot, 

A most angehcal. I dare aver 

Your Gabriel boasts no fairer. 



Angel of the Earth. 

Fawning slave ! 
Thus art thou reaping the Eternal curse 
** Upon thy beUy shalt thou go, and dust 
Shall be thy meat I " — upright, erect no more ! 
How art thou fallen from Heaven Lucifer 
Son of the Morning ! Chief among the stars ! 
Canst thou remember what thou wast, nor feel 
Shame and remorse at what thou art become ? 
Well I remember when thou sat'st on high. 
And all the principaHties and powers 
Did homage to thee, and obeisance low. 
As God's prime servant and chief minister. 
Thou walkedst midst their ranks as doth the moon 
Among the hosts of stars, and in thy rays 
Their lustre paled, and their diminished forms 
Sought meek obscurity in the full Hght 
Of thy superior presence. Now what art thou ? 
Look at thyself and see ! 
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Satan. 

Oh yes ! I know 
I was a Being of some consequence. 
I*m always telling my little imps I was. 
But they don't seem to credit it yon know. 
I'm glad to hear ycm don't forget it though. 
I'm still a person of some consequence ; 
As I'll convince you if you'll condescend 
To step down there with me {pointing downwards). 

, Do let me take you : 
'Twill be a little change for you. Besides 
'Twill do me so much good to be observed 
In your bright company. I know you like 
'Bove all things to do good. Don't be afraid ! 
You shall be very happy while you stay. 
Indeed we'll make a Httle god of you. 
We're not the cavilling quarrelling crew you think. 
No. We've a jolly time of it together. 
Playing the Devil's not so bad a game 
As you suppose. I see you will not come. 
Pardon the compliment. I had forgdL 
You angels don't like fun. It spoils your plumes 
And quite upsets your dignity. 

Angel of the Eabth. 

Such mirth 
As thine would quite break up our heavenly joy 
Tormented and tormenting Son of Night ! 
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Satan. 

What, hearing men and women squeak and squall ? 
You'd soon get used to that. We're merry enough. 
Besides they're all full-grown, ripe, rotten wretches 
Fit only to he squashed into the dunghill. 
I've no small children there to wail and whine. 
(aside) I wish I had. An innocent sinless thing — 
That were a triumph which would make all hell 
Eing with a laughter mextinguishable. 

Angel of the Earth. 

Now list to me ! The solemn hour draws nigh 
When to that prison house of torment, Fiend, 
Thou shalt be doomed, no more to issue forth 
As now thou dost ; but bound there and confined 
With chain and bar of adamantine strength, 
Forged in the furnace of the Wrath of God 
And locked with bolts of His Eternal Power. 

Satan. 

Don't talk like that. Or I shall scamper down 
And give them all a baptism of fire. 
To teach them what they may expect when I 
Have nothing else to do. 

Angel op the Earth. 

Delusive hope ! 
Heaven has decreed that all thy prisoners 
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Shall in dne time be ransomed from thy power, 
And thon and thine, alone be left to inhabit 
The Hell thou hast created. 

Satan. 

What my lord ! 
Take all my little property away 
That I have worked so hard to scrape together ? 
That will be most unjust and most unkind. 
I'm sure 'twill break my heart to part with those 
I've got so used to and familiar with. 
I promise you my lord I'll use them better 
If you will intercede for me with Heave;! 
To let me keep them. 

Angel of the Eabth. 

No. It cannot be. 
Thou art Sin's Author — Sorrow is thy Doom. 
They are Sin's Victims — Sorrow is their means 
Of purifying and dehverance. 
Their Ransom was the Sorrow none can know ; 
Nor thou, nor they, nor we, nor any spirit ; 
None but the Spirit of the Incarnate God, 
Who all created ; aU redeemed ; and all 
Will perfect by that ministry of grace 
Which even sanctifies the penalties 
Of evil doing to inspire new hope, 
New admiration, new resolve, new life, 
And finally eternal Blessedness. 

c 2 
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Satan [aside). 

I novor knew what Hell was nntil now. 

(To the Anffcl). 
My lord you Htrike me dumb ! Can this indeed 
Ik) IIoavon'H decree ? 



Anoel of the Eabth. 

Tis true as God is God- 



Satan. 

Tlion Angol of the Earth, farewell ! Tve work 
To do of coiiHoquonco below. 

[aMe). Woe ! Woe 

Y« wickiul Hpiritfl bonoath ! Nerve yourselves now I 
I'll niftko you smart and tingle while I may I 
The Dovil'H coming down in tenfold wrath 
DooanH(5 ho knows ho hath but a short time. 

Satan vanish^ 

Anoel of the Eabth. 

So is the Cheater cheated of his gain : 
Tlio prey is taken from the mighty one : 
The lawful captive rescued by a law 
Older than DeviPs claim — the Law of Love, 
Which is the changeless order of the world. 
Eternal and immutable as God. 
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The Eabth. 

great and glorious Angel ! Guardian Spirit 1 
How do I bless thee for thy timely aid 

In quelling this malignant Demon, whom 

1 have nor power of mind nor skill of speech 
To cope withal ! I feel a joy within 
Inferior only to the bliss I knew 

When thy great King and mine, with potency 
Of strong redemption, burst the bands of death, 
And with them the enthralling despotism 
Of him who held Death's power, and tyrannized 
0*er aU my race and me. heavenly mom 
Whose like was never ! Not e'en when the dawn 
Broke o*er the deep and I awoke — a world, 
A virgin world, Heaven bending over me, 
Wooing with breath Divine my earliest kiss. 
And whispering in my ears immortal sounds 
That stirred within my breast prophetic joys 
Of love and motherhood. Nor when the mom, 
Even more sweet and sacred in my sight — 
My mother-sight whose joy was then fulfilled. 
Rose on the wondering eyes of the first man 
That in his dual life joined me with Heaven, 
And made us ever one. Nor, more Divine, 
When day that set upon his lonely sleep 
Arose and knew him twain ; but twain more one 
Than when one only was, finding himself 
In the new Heaven and Earth of her pure eyes 
Whom God had set beside him in the night 
Apparelled in his borrowed radiance ; 
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And seeing in her face the lesser Hght, 

That, with his gi-eater made one day, and ruled 

With a divided and yet mutual beam 

The hemispheres that formed one perfect orb ; 

And mated thus in sovereign unity 

Felt one with all his mated subject world. 

Sight how delightful to my parent heart, 

Which felt that moment the prophetic joy 

Of myriad-folded Motherhood, the bliss 

Of all-prolific, multix^lying Time 

E'en to the last triumphant travail-pang 

That told the mystery of God complete. 

But never wakened morn so bright as that 

When He awoke from His brief sleep of Death — 

The Second Man, the Last, the quickening Spirit, 

My greater Adam, of my greater Eve — 

My family incorporate — the Lord ; 

Who made me one with Heaven in union 

Whereof all other unions were but signs. 

The shadows of an uncompleted bhss 

And ripening consununation ; dust of me 

Joining with His Divinity — one Spirit — 

And 'bove all spiritual height and potency 

Enthroning it for ever. On that morn 

Heaven's golden gates upon their crystal floor 

Seemed framed with splendours of a thousand huei 

Cloud upon cloud to glowing gems transformed, 

Like rocks by angels rolled from heavenly hills 

Massive, magnificent, on fire within 

With the Eternal Light. Ne'er saw I yet 
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Such sun-break, nor e'er shall till Christ return. 

Light of the world, in glory unobscured, 

With the descending City of our God, 

The New Jerusalem, all jewel-based 

Pearl-gated, jasper- walled — continuous Ught 

With ever- varying splendour — and my life 

Incorporate with its glory. Through me ran 

Joy like the quick light, thriUing every nerve, 

And fiUing every fibre of my frame 

With rapture uncontainable, that made 

My flowers and leaves and grasses dance and quiver 

With overcoming, overwhelming bHss ; 

And caused the heaxt of my vast orb to shake 

With life akin to death : and had the Power 

That quickened me sustained me not beneath 

The excess of being — ^the immortal nectar poured 

Into the mortal vessel — I had then 

Dissolved amidst the overflowing joy, 

And perished as a man at sight of Ood. 

My sister stars that round me dance and sing 

Saw from afar my countenance entranced. 

And all their faces brightened, and each voice 

Rose to a jubilance before unknown. 

The moon that slept upon the Western sky, 

Against the use of nature waxed more bright. 

In my enraptured eyes, as mom advanced. 

And seemed in my oracular ears to sing 

*' There shall be night no more ! " The lightnings danced. 

The tempests quired, the mountains skipped like lambs. 

The earthquakes smote my hollow breast that chimed 
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Like sSTer bells ihrongh all my crypts of fire. 

And made my very dead keep jabQee, 

Woke by ibe nnaccnstomed barmony 

From ibeir long slnmber of a tbonsand years. 

All barsby discordant tbings forgot tbeir wont, 

And blended in tbe concord of sweet sound 

And bappy dance of being, tbat no fiend 

Or wandering gbost durst cross, or curse, or break, 

Approacb, or look on witb malignant eyes, 

So blessed and so ballowed was tbe bour. 



Anoel of the Eabth. 

Tby rapture was prophetic. 'Twas tbe trance 
Of one caugbt up to Paradise. Tbou saw*st 
And beard'st as in a dream — a dream inspired. 
Wait but a wbile. And lo, tbe Vision is ! 
And tbou beholdest witb immortal eyes. 
And fiEM^e to fierce, the immortal Joy whose blaze 
Nor Man nor Nature could behold and live. 
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Scene II. — A Chamber in a Castle among the motmtains. During 
the Song of the Spirits the scene changes to the exterior 
of the Castle. [Time — Night. 

• 

The Guabdian Anoel of a Soul with a GoifPANT of 

GUABDIAN SpIBITS. 

SoNO OF Guabdian Spibits. 

1. 

Hush weary soul ! 
Softly to slumber I 
Minutes gently roll, 
Perfect your number ! 
On our breast pillow 
Head that is aching! 
Time's latest billow 
Bound thee is breaking : 
Sweet be thy slumber, and sweeter thy waking! 

2. 

Trouble no more 
Eaxth- world the dying ! 
Heeds not thy roar 
Head that is lying 
In our plumes nested, 
All unmolested; 
Heart that has laboured, heart that has rested. 
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8. 

Now all is over. 
WiiivY tlio parting 
Jjovcd Olio and lover — 
Painful the smarting. 
I)(u»p slumber falling 
Stilled all the aching. 
Hark ! Clod is calling ! 
Heaven round thee breaking! 
Hwcet is thy shimber, but sweeter thy waking! 

Voice of the Soul. 
[SinfjitKj,) 

Hark to the music 
Spirit of me ! 

VoiCK OF THE Spirits. 
(Shuji7i(j.) 

Fleshy ears know not 
Concords that be — 
Harmonies hidden, unfolded to thee ! 

'Piiw HotJL rincH up and tjazrs around it. All the Spibits vanish 
mcept thfi Guardian Angel, who veils himself from observaMon. 

The Soul. 

Where am 1 ? Are not ye my native hills — 
The lone companions of my loneliness 
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With whose grand silence I have held communion 

In thoughts unutterable on which the world 

With its vain babble broke not ? . . . . 

But what are ye that swifter than the eagle 

From peak to peak fly, lightening with your wings, 

Making the clouds aU luminous ? Lo ! now 

A host descends on yonder hill and like 

A crown of soUd light adorns its snows 

That melt not though they glow as in a famace ! 

Is it a phantasy ? I feel most strange ! 

There is a Hghtness, elasticity 

In every limb that seems to inspire in me 

A wish to fly, a consciousness withal 

Of power : as if the mountain-whirlwinds winged 

My feet, and Hghtnings quivered in my soul. 

Marvel ! I mount ! The ground floats from me I Lo 

These vaporous hands ! I see the moon through them. 

fear ! rapture ! Whence is this ? — this change ? 

1 am not flesh and blood ! I am a mist 
tn human figure ! All the world is real 
And I alas ! am^- 

Fhe Guabdian Angel suddenly stands revealed beside him, 

GtTABDiAN Angel. 
Spirit I 



Soul, 

What art thou 



2S 
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Thy brother. 



Angel. 

Soul. 
Earth-bom ? 

Angel. 

Heaven-bom. As thon art. 



Thy nature what ? 



The Earth I 



Soul. 



Angel. 

A Spirit's ! 



Soul. 



But I see 



Angel. 

Earth is a world of spirits. Some 
In flesh. Some out of it. 

Soul. 

Are these spirits also ? — 
These that I see about me in shapes various 
As moimtain vapours yet all bright and burning ? 

Angel. 

They are. Thy brethren. Mine. Of many ranks 
Orders and ofl&ces, but all employed 
For the world's good, and man's. 
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Soul. 

Man seldom thinks 
Of these, his benefia.ctors. Nor believes 
In their existence. Heaven forgive him I 



Angel. 

These 
Are not as men ; who, unobserved, unpraised, 
Have no reward. These draw their inspiration 
From sources which the rude and thankless soil 
Through which they pour their blest activities 
Cannot corrupt or weaken. 

Soul. 

Doubt is damned ! 

Anoel. 

But less than easy Faith that never felt 

A spasm of pain shoot through its sleek, smooth skin, 

Or from within, or from without. Wroth Heaven 

Will pour that oily goodness on the top 

Of the black world, when the red fire curls up 

Aroimd its chaff and stubble. For our God 

Vouchsafes to Earnestness what He denies 

To the creed-gabbling Heartlessness that makes 

BeHgion a narcotic, but to deaden 

The fleshly pain of the world's work and woimds. 
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Soul. 

How awful is the charity of God ! 

1 trcinblo at it and adore ! {/filling at the AngeVs feet). 



Angel. 

Bise up! 
And I will show thee wondrous things of which 
Tliou hast not dreamed though Hying in their midst. 
What seest thou ? 

Soul. 

That which fiUeth me 
With wonder, admiration, ecstasy I 
For all the hills with simultaneous glow 
Live ! And with multitudinous beings swarm ; 
As at some festival a city yields 
Its hidden population to the day ; 
All clothed with unimaginable hues 
In endless combinations — ^myriad feet 
Twinkling upon a sea of golden mist — 
Golden and blue, purple and crimson, mixt, 
Blended and interwoven, fired and fused — 
A molten glory of a thousand dyes ; 
Through whose ethereal veil the mountains seem 
Aerial Temples, built of precious stones 
Quarried from mines of many-coloured sims, 
And aU on fire of Deity within ; 
Through every rift and chasm His uncontained 
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And unendurable magnificence 

Pouring in streams and cataracts of flame — 



Torrents of light by rainbow-bridges spanned 

On which a multitude of radiant forms 

Throng ; and with brightening faces gaze into 

The depth of glory : while above, climb up 

Ladders of sunny film — ^bands of bright mist 

Woven from rising peak to peak, and midst 

The superincumbent glory lost in which 

The gates of Heaven seem hid ; while glittering trains 

Ascend and descend, like those angel hosts 

The Bethel dreamer saw ; who, waking, said 

As I who do not sleep nor dream say now, 

" This is none other than the House of God, 

And this the Gate of Heaven I " 

Angel. 

'Tis even so. 

Heaven opens everywhere its crystal gates. 

And everywhere God's angels come and go 

Clad in the manifold splendours of the light ; 

Investing and divesting them at will : 

Such power have spirits. God accomplishes 

Ends manifold by His contrivances : 

And while He makes the hght His Garment, deigns 

To clothe His serving spirits with the same 

That none may be found naked. For He leaves 

Nothing material to terminate 

In the material but subordinates 

And fashions all to spiritual life. 
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Soul. 

Thon bast but little need to tell me so ; 

Wbile all tbe world is blossoming into sjnrit 

Above, around, beucatb me. Not a cloud 

Spread on tbe bills or speeding tbrougb the heavens 

But is the chariot or pavilion 

Of an Immortal. Antique mountain-caves. 

The immemorial baimts of Solitude, 

Are thronged with happy beings that enchain 

The pilgrim Winds with sweetest melodies 

That they forget their shrine, and die of love 

Sinking upon the threshold. From the streams 

Bise shapes more beauteous than ancient Greek 

Fabled to dwell by mossy fount or rill ; 

Down the cascades they leap, that wreathe their hair 

With thousand rainbows ; and in clouds of spray 

Ascend to heaven ; or through the valleys sail 

Stately and slow with strains most musical 

That seem to move the rocks and hills to mirth 

Beyond the wonder of the Orphic lyre ; 

While from each flower, and herb, and bud and leaf 

Glances an eye, or swells a lip, that shews 

A hidden hfo of which they are the sign ; 

Held out, alas I to mortal eyes in vain. 

Truly the Universe is spirit all. 

And things are but the myriad, visible forms 

Of myriad, invisible essences 

That live in all as all subsist in God ! 
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Angel. 

So then the things revealed to thy sight 

Are greater than were offered to thy faith ! 

slow of heart ! The universe of sense 

Is but as smoke that vanishes away ; 

Of which the world of soul is the Hve fire 

That ne'er goes out. If there had been no soul 

There had been no matter. Or had soul been less, 

It had been less — less varied, less endowed 

With mighty properties, less beautiful 

In combinations and effects : for soul 

Is all to God ; as God is all to soul 

Emancipated from the power of sense. 

His great design and work through all the lapse 

Of human history has been to teach 

The race its spiritual supremacy ; 

Of which its growing knowledge of the laws, 

And power to sway the forces of the world 

Have been the gradual development — 

The prelude of emancipation full 

When, raised above the grosser elements. 

The mind shall bend all matter to its wiU, 

And find the Universe one plastic whole 

To every thought and motion pliable. 

As was the body to its earher life ; 

And subject to its every breath of being 

As waters to the wind. 
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Soul. 

Sea of Soul ! 
Drown in thy depths suhlime the memory 
Of what I was ; and leave alone the knowledge 
Of what I am — a living spirit ! Righteous Heaven ! 
I marvel that thou dost not take thy lamp 
Out of the wilful midnight of man's heart, 
And set it in the dark hrain of his dog ! 

(A Sound as of a rising stann is heard). 
The sound of thunder ! 

Angel. 

So it seems to thee. 
So seemed the voice of God speaking from heaven 
In Jewry to His well-heloved Son. 
The people standing by exclaimed ** It thunders " 1 
So Httle are men able to translate 
The voices of the spiritual world. 
Thou seest yonder that dark ridge of cloud, 
Or what appears so ? 

Soul. 

Yes. And out of it 
I see sharp hghtnings leap. Along its base 
They run like fiery serpents. Now a cloud 
Unwinds its long, voluminous, snaky folds — 
A knotted, wrinkling dragon of blue mist, 
Whose joints all vomit lurid smoke and flame. 



^ 
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Angel. 

It is a gang of the foul sons of Night 
That wander still the deserts of the air ; 
And oft the guardian angels of the world, 
Coasting its orb in vigilant watch and ward. 
Encounter them ; and with their flaming swords 
Drive them, as clouds are driven by the blast. 
Heap upon heap in cumulative confusion ; 
And there is war in heaven. War ; and defeat 
Of the marauding hordes of vagrant spirits 
And victory to the banners of God's hosts. 
But sight or sound breaks not on human sense. 
The battle passes, silent as the clouds 
Justle their unsubstantial buttresses ; 
And all the pomp of helmed cherubim, 
Drawn up in combat on the plains of heaven. 
Is viewless as the air. Or if the shock 
Of their encountering legions strike some ear 
More finely tuned to incorporeal things. 
It wakes at most wonder and questioning, 
Which lapse and sink in gulfs of mystery. 

Soul. 

What wonderftd transactions may be wrought 
Upon this mortal scene, and blind gross man 
Be ignorant that aught is passing there 
But his own dull and narrow life, that seems 
To his contracted sight so vast and great. 
Withal so paramount in the universe ! 

D 2 



36 SATAN BOUND: 



Angel. 

Ah 1 Could men*s eyes be opened, as were his 

Who stood of old in Dothan, they would see 

Their skies all flaming with the bannered hosts 

Of God*8 innumerable company ; 

And deeds of prowess wrought there every hour 

Beside which man's immortal feats of arms 

Are but the pastime of a summer day. 

The fall of empires and of monarchies 

That bury continents in dust and blood, 

Would seem as trivial as an anthill's wreck 

Beside those mightier overthrows that pass 

All unrecorded, unobserved, imknown. 

And make no motion in the tranquil air. 

See ! From the gloom the angel- warriors come 

Eesplendent with the joy of victory, 

All on white horses, clothed in hnen white, 

Like snow-clad moimtains moving — ^range on range 

Alp upon Alp colossal. As the voice 

Of mighty thimderings or mightier seas 

They lift their jubilant paean as they march. 

Soul. 

Lo ! What are these that round us suddenly 

Have grown from out the air ? Upon each brow 

A star is blazing : but the face beneath 

Is mild and tender as the meekest dawn 

That ever drew the veil of night aside 

To smile upon the world. Ah ! now they sing. 

How sweet their voices, and how beautiful ! 
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Song of Angels of the Kingdom. 

We sang the song of the new-born King, 

The song of the Branch of Jesse's Stem 
To the swains that talked in a rustic ring. 
Nor dreamt of the new and wonderftd Thing 

That had come to pass in Bethlehem. 

And Christ for the honour which then we paid 

The Child that lay in the oxen's stall, 
His special, particular band has made 
The host that illumined the midnight's shade. 

To watch and cherish His children all. 

Amidst His legions strong and bright 

The strongest, brightest spirits are we ; 
He has clothed us all with a special light, 
And given us grace to stand in His sight. 

Always the face of His Father to see. 

We wear on our brow a beauteous star 
Like that which burned in Bethlehem's sky. 

And its hght spreads round us a glory foj-, 

To witness that we the company are 
That sang the Divine Nativity. 

And Childhood — that sweet and innocent Bloom 

We watch for love of the Holy Child ; 
His Uttle ones dear from the breast to the tomb, 
We gather them under our dove-like plume 

With love only less than our Master mdld. 
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TlioQf^h ^cat onr strength and our station high. 
Wo f^ladly stoop with our Maker Blest, 

Wlif) iMiHHed the ranks of His seraphim hj. 

And doi^ned in His awful humihtj 
To slocp — a babe — on a woman*s breast. 

And oft as wc sec the tender sight 

Of infant clasped in that fond embrace. 
Til (TO falls from afar the Bethlehem light 
On tlio innocent forehead pure and white. 
And Clirist is ever new-born in the Bace. 

To children and cliild-like spirits all 

Tho special anointing and grace is given 
To strike tho false Tlirones till they totter and fall 
With their voices of gentleness still and small, 
And stablisli on Earth the Kingdom of Heaven. 



Soul. 

Alas, dear God ! How far from such am I ! 

infinite clemency 1 infinite Christ ! 

How shall I praise Thee ? Lo ! I stand here dumb. 
But Earth and Heaven are full of glorious beings. 

1 bid them speak for me who cannot speak ! 

Soimda of beautiful music are heard as the scene closes. 
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Scene HI. — Hell. A mtUtUude of Evil Spirits assembled. In 
the centre of the group a large cauldron. 

Chorus of Evil Spirits. 

Blow the fire I And stir it well ! 

'Tis a holiday in HeU ! 

Make the blazing, crackling rafters 

Echo to our furious laughters ! 

Dash the wicked on the rack ! 

Stretch their limbs, and scourge their back I 

Load them, lash them, flay them well ! 

'Tis our holiday in Hell I 

Enter to them several other Evil Spirits, 

Several Voices. 
Welcome ! Welcome ! Where have you been ? 

First Fiend. 
Ha ! In many a merry scene ! 

All. 
Tell us ! Tell us I 

Second Fiend. 

So we will. 
Closer gather. Closer still. 
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TmBD Fiend. 

And the tales that we shall tell 
Will make hohday in Hell ! 

All. 

TeU us I TeU us ! So the fire 
Shall mount higher ! higher ! higher ! 
Breath of yours shall blow the ashes 
Of our mirth to brighter flashes. 
Tell your tales. And tell them well. 
Tis our holiday in Hell ! 

First Fiend. 

Ruined is a gentle maid, 
She is fallen and betrayed : 
In the river now she's floating 
Where her lover goes a boating. 

All. 

Ha ! Ha ! 

First Fiend. 

'twould have made you dance with delight 

Had you seen her stand in the starless night, — 

Stand and start and shrink and shiver 

Down by the brink of the turbid river — 

Seen her plucking the fruit of her sin 

From the lean stem it hung to. — Then plunge the brat in 
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With a shudder and shriek, and straightway leap after ! 
She shook with terror ! and I shook with laughter 
When I thought her betrayer a fishing would come 
To that river anon, and might hook up a thumb 
A finger or toe of that drowned little brat 
Eotted off in the mud or gnawed off by a rat ; 
And curse the foul thing he had hooked from the water ; 
Nor know 'twas a joint of his son or his daughter : 
Or knowing would care not — not he, jolly spark I 
Whom 'twere easy to take for a fiend in the dark ; 
For the fashion is all that remains of a man : 
His soul is the Fiend's ! Cheat i^ if he can ! 

Chorus of Fiends. 

Stir the cauldron ! stir it well ! 
Make the wretches dance and yell ; 
'Tis a hoHday in Hell. 

Second Fiend. 

' The day was dead, the prayers were read. 

No bosom nursed a sorrow ; 
The sky that night had blushed blood-red ; 
The children clapped their hands and said 

** It will be fine to-morrow ! " 

Across the lawn — (the blinds were drawn) — 

A shadow dark was creeping ; 
** Now then to bed ! " the mother cried 
** To-morrow's sun makes one a Bride 1 

God's angels guard her sleeping ! " 
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Tlic childrcn*8 feet, with merry beat 

Oo scampering up the stairs, 
Tlicir voices echo midst the rafters. 
Anon a hush falls on their laughters 

For they are at their prayers. 

Down on their beds their happy heads 

They fling with thoughtless glee ; 
Tlieir mother tucks them warm and tight, 
And kisses them, and cries *' Good Night! 
Ye Httle Bridesmaids three ! " 

Beside the fire the doting sire 

Ilis daughter's hand sits pressing ; 
He gives her counsel good and wise, 
Then kisses her with tearful eyes 
And dowers her with his blessing. 

Then, all at rest, each sleep-bound breast 

With happy fancies playing — 
Steals forth the shape that crossed the lawn 
At evening when the blinds were drawn 

And they were at their praying. 

Darts forth a hand with flaming brand— • 

The smoke rolls up in billows, 
The timbers crack, the floor's alight. 
The fire-tongues swallow up the night. 

And lick the bride's white pillows. 
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A merry sight it was that night ; 

The children madly flying 
Through windows dash, and in the mud, 
Smutted with smoke, and smeared with blood 

A helpless heap are lying. 

I laughed outright when the Bride's young knight 
Came — looked — ^prayed Earth to hide her ! 

For there she lay in her fiery vest 

With blackened arms and cinder-breast 
The Bridesmaids three beside her ! 

Chorus of Fiends. 

Stir the cauldron ! Blow the fire ! 
Fan the flames up higher ! higher ! 
Human miseries are our play — 
Make the Devil's hohday ! 

TmRD Fiend. 

A train came along with a whirlwind's sound — 
Holiday hearts for the summer-seas bound. 
A bar was thrown down. Lo, a leap and a thud ! 
And a mountain of splinters and bones and blood ! 

All. 

Ha ! Ha ! 
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Thibd Fiend. 

what a goodly sight was there ! 
Carriages tossing in the air ; 
Torn and twisted, shivered, shattered, 
Blood-hcstaincd, and hrain-hespattered. 
Men and women crushed thereunder. 
Bruised, dismembered, sawn asunder. 
Fainting, shrieking, praying, crying. 
Heaped together dead and dying : 
Here a bride but newly wed, 
A heap of splinters for her bed, 
And the bridegroom by her side 
Ignorant he hath no bride. 
When he wakes to clasp her form, 
He must ask the adulterous worm — 
Ravishing her dainty hp 
In triumphant rivalship — 
For the heart he cannot wake 
And the kiss he dare not take ! 
There a httle family 
Looking, longing for the sea, 
Dreaming of the happy sands. 
While their busy, nimble hands 
Dig the moat, the castle heap 
By the swift invading deep — 
When a swifter doom descended 
And the dream in darkness ended. 
Three fair sisters and a brother 
All struck dead beside their mother. 
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On whose breast an infiant slept 
That had wakened not, nor wept, 
Nor known hurt, or shock, or fright. 
Pressing still the bosom tight 
That had soothed its latest cry. 
But was now for ever dry. 
One short year ago its sire 
Perished in a ship on fire, 
He a sailor was and brave ; 
Now they all had found a grave ; 
Save this little lonely thing 
Left to sorrow's buffeting, 
And the snares the fiends employ 
To beguile the orphan boy. 
Need is none to tell you more — 
Corpses smeared with dust and gore ; 
Broken ribs and arms and legs ; 
Brains and bowels squashed like eggs, 
Squeezed ai^d squirted all about, 
Soddening every rag and clout : 
Such a mass and such a mess 
Of misery and loathsomeness 
Was well worth a devil's viewing — 
Well repaid a devil's brewing. 

Chorus of Fiends. 

Tales of misery tell, tell ! 
They make devils dance in Hell ! 
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Fourth Fiend. 

A youth with his mother's kiss wet on his cheek 
Came up to the City fair Fortune to seek ; 
In prison with thieves and highwaymen he's lying ; 
And she hes at home hroken-hearted and dying. 



All. 

Ha ! Ha ! 



Fourth Fiend. 

The fool must be poking his weak little snout 
In this and that hole, to £nd this and that out ; 
Must rake in the kennel, and wallow in mire, 
And play with the dice hke a baby with fire : 
He wallowed till dirt he no longer discerned ; 
And played with the fire tiU he knew not it burned 
When one merry morning he woke up in jail 
To find he had danced on the Devil's own tail ; 
The Devil had turned and had seized him at last, 
And with his great grinders he holds the fool fast. 

Chorus of Fiends. 

BHghted hopes do please us well, 
They make mirth in hopeless Hell. 

Fourth Fiend. 

When his mother heard the tale 
Of her darling fast in jail, 
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She did sigh and sob and sputter 

Till her cheeks were like a gutter ; 

Then upon the floor she sprawled, 

Tore her hair, and scratched, and squalled ; 

Till they put her into bed. 

Doctor came and shook his head ; 

Parson came and tuned his jaw ; 

Neighbours came and stroked her paw ; 

She was sinking fast they said 

When I stood beside her bed. 

But alas ! I could not flout her, 

For the angels were about her. 

But I'll have my spite out yet ; 

Her sweet duck is in my net, 

And for all my toil and trouble 

That young fool shall pay me double. 

Chorus of Fiends. 

Doing such deeds ye do well ; 
Tales of mothers' tears that fell 
Drop like oil in burning Hell. 

Fifth Fiend. 

A farmer his best blood-horse had sold ; 
A thief lay in wait in the road for his gold : 
The farmer lies low, and the thief swings high — 
I saw his gibbet as I came by. 

All. 

Ha ! Ha ! 
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Sixth Fiend. 

Deem ye these have spoken well ? 
List then what I have to tell f 
I will dwarf their utmost evil 
As an imp beside the Devil f 
First I set two kings a jangling ; 
Other four did hear their wrangling, 
Joined it, added to the fire, 
Spread it farther, blew it higher. 
Then begins a general row. 
And the puddle grows a slough, 
Into whicli tlieir people leap 
Like so many silly sheep ; 
Six great nations, struggling, fall 
Tn that pit with hideous brawl ; 
Tlien, what a stench and smoke 
Upon eyes and nostrils broke I 
I protest this cauldron's stewing 
Is as nothing to that brewing. 
Ask the vultures of their feast ! 
Sixty thousand men at least 
In that bloody swamp lay sinking, 
Rotting, reeking, steaming, stinking ; 
Seldom such a sight or smeU 
Doth regale us e'en in hell : 
How the odour I did snuff ! 
I could never get enough 
Of the flavour, rank and rotten. 
Of those festering heaps begotten ; 
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And, as o'er the mass I floated, 

How I gorged my sight, and gloated 

On the ghastly heaps of dead I 

Their white faces slashed with red — 

Eyes gouged out, and noses sht, 

Toothless jaws, cheeks gashed, skulls spHt, 

Throats cut, breasts bored, bowels gushing ; 

€annon, horses, waggons crushing 

Legs, arms, bosoms, necks beneath ; 

While the fast-locked, grinning teeth 

Told what shocks those portals knew 

Ere the spirit passed and flew. 

Some died dreaming of the bUss 

Of a wife's rejoicing kiss ; 

0*er their parted Hps the feeling 

Of the breath of children stealing ; 

Little hands with kerchiefs white 

Glancing on their closing sight. 

Clasping now their necks, and now 

Cooling the flushed, fevered brow. 

Fools ! That kiss — ^it was the sniff 

Of the prowling wolf ; that whiff 

Of cooling air, the vulture's wing 

Wheeling round and hovering, 

Flapping in the dying gale, 

Fanning all their faces pale. 

Some with shouts of " Glory ! " died. 

Clasping close that soldier's Bride — 

Clasping them too close to part. 

With a bullet through their heart. 
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Glory I stmck with shell tnd ahot ! 
Glorj t in a ditch to rot 1 
Glory I to make harvests grow — 
Fatteu fields to feed the foe ! 
Glory ! Plank stuck in the spot — 

Where none comes to see it ^rot ! 

Glory ! chronicled by Fame, 
Nought left out — except the name ! 
This is glory I Prime of evils 1 
Pride of fools ! and laugh of devils I 
Add to these the widows* cry, 
And the orphans* misery ; 
Widows weeping for their dead. 
Orphans crying sore for bread ; 
Thousands upon thousands reft» 
Borne with not a creature left. 
Doomed as wanderers to roam 
And to know no more a home ; 
And own mine a bloody tale 
That turns every other pale I 

Several Fiends [intermingled). 

Tisso! 'Tisso! Eule he shaU 
O'er our merry festival I 
'Tis so ! 'Tis so ! Weave the crown I 
Pluck the palm of hell's renown I 
Weave it of the fireiest brands I 
Pluck the fireiest branch ye hands ! 
Bound about him dancing go ! 
Sceptre, crown him ! So ! And so I 



A LTRICAL DRAMA. M 

Conquering hero of the Tale I 
Pire-crowned Victor ! Hail ! All hail ! 

Ghobub. 

Stir the cauldron I Blow the £b:e I 
Fan the flames up higher I higher I 
Human miseries are our sport ; 
Who makes most — ^he rules our Oourt. 

t^r Satan. 

Satan* 

Fiends, laugh no more f laugh no more I But mourn ! 
Weep ye and howl I Your misery is come I 

All. 
My lord, what is the matter ? 

Satan. 

Everything ! 
The misery we have evaded long — 
The doom to which we've hlinded our keen eyes 
With pranks of merriment-making mischief — Oh 
That mine should he the Hps to announce it here ! — 
That doom which came so slow we almost thought 
*Twould never come — ^Behold it cometh quickly I 
And all our mischief and our mirth will soon 
Be past and done for ever ! 

All, 

Oh I Oh! Oh I 

£ 2 
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Satan. 

No more shall we be able to allay 

The torments of our Devilhood by feats 

Of heaven-opposing wickedness. No more 

Drown the sad memory of our forfeited 

And irrecoverable bliss in scenes 

Of good-destroying and victorious evil. 

No more in ceaseless going to and fro^ 

And up and down the universe, on works 

Of maHce bent, in wicked industries 

Engrossed, find outlet and oblivion 

For the dire thoughts that else would wake within 

And make ourselves our Hell. But in this prison— 

This dungeon of unutterable gloom — 

With forced inaction we must lie, and think : — 

horrible doom ! to be compelled to think — 

Prohibited to act, and wear our Hves, 

That never will wear out, in thoughts whose rust 

Will eat into our spirits with a slow 

But unconsuming fire, self-fed, self-fanned, 

And therefore as immortal as ourselves. 

Compulsory idleness, inaction forced. 

To never-sleeping devils — ^restless spirits. 

Who, like the sun and moon and stars ne'er ceased 

To walk about the world in dark and light, 

In storm and shine, with swift activity 

And sleepless energy — *tis the worst doom. 

And last, from the Eternal working God 

Whose works we have sought to counterwork — and fail 
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FiBST FlKND. 

Failed ! No ! Behold the human spirits round ! 
Myriads on myriads of them lost and damned ! 
These were His works ; His fiairest, noblest works. 
Look on them Master ! Then say, we have feuled ! 

Satan. 

Avaunt thou mocker ! Thou hast bid me look 
Upon my last eternal monument 
Of failure ! 

AliL. 

What dost mean ? 

Satan. 

Wait but a while I 
And high above our reach as Heaven's pure arch 
Above the lowest depth of blackest HeU, 
Shall these be set, renewed in heart and mind, 
To mock the impotence of baffled fiends ; 
And magnify the all-subduing power 
Of Him whose Kingdom we have touched, not e'en 
To soil ; much less subvert and ruin. 

All. 

Woe! 
Woe! Woe! 
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Satan. 

Yes, look around you every one. 
Behold this vast, inhospitable gloom — 
This dungeon of unfathomable Night t 
Oonoeive it empty, waste, and desolate ; 
Empty of all but your inactive selves ; 
With none to company your misery. 
To make you pastime, or to make you mirth, 
Or solace you with thought of Heaven's defeat ; 
Close-prisoned, and fast bound for evermore. 
With thoughts for your companions — only thoughts-^ 
And memory that no oblivion knows ; 
And say with me, what I said when I heard. 
And say again, and shall for ever say 
*' I never knew what HeU meant till this hour ! " 



All. 
Cursed be the hps that tell us so I 



FmsT FiEin>. 

Dost thou 
Who blinded us dare open thus our eyes 
To the dark doom thou'st damned us to ? 
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Thon fEhlfle 
Misleading Angel ! Once before we rose 
Against thy leadership ; but bowed again 
To thy direction. Bow we never more 
If this prove true. But from that selfsame hour 
Coimt ns thy foes — a thousand, thousand hells 
To ponr onr fires in thine, thon living Hell I 
The sonroe, and soul, centre and sea and end 
Of all the torment in the nniverse ; 
From whom it rises, to whom it returns. 
Its endless, boundless, bottomless abyss ! 

Satan. 

Speak*st thns to me ? I am your Monarch yet 

By title and by power t And from my hell 

Of sovereign Torment and imperial Pain 

I ponr a delnge on you — thus ! Leap from my hands 

Te lightnings ! Lash them with your whips of fire 

Ye whirlwinds, that within my caverns wait 

My fiat dread ! Fasten on them ye snakes, 

Hissing from depths of the unfftthomed dark, 

And sting them through and through with femgs of flame t 

And all ye billows of the sulphurous sea 

Bise, roar, and roll your brimstone-breaking surge, 

Each drop a flame of quenchless agony, 

Over their heads rebellious ; till they learn 

That I am Monarch here, wherever else 
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Tliat name is forfeited ; that this is hell — 

My kingdom, and my palace, and my throne — 

And they all subjects of my power and slaves ! 

And ye human victims of my wrath, 

Ihic ye the day that ever Heaven proclaimed 

Your final rescue and deliverance ! 

Ye have not known the depths of Satan yet ; 

But ye shall know them now ; and more and more 

As I behold the dreadful day approach ; 

Until the dregs of devil-hate and ire 

Ye shaU have drained to the last burning drop I 
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E rV. — A PvhUc Flace in a large City, The Soul icith its- 
GuABDiAN Angel is discovered. 

Soul. 

How swiftly hast tHou sped me gentle Spirit ! 
Swift as a thought, and sweetly as a dream. 
Merciful Father ! What do I behold ? 
The City's streets are thronged with shining ones 
Whose feet fall silent as the windless snow, 
And stainless as its heaven-bom purity — 
Feet that were never soiled in life's rough ways, 
Fresh from the streets of jasper, and the fields 
Of ever-blooming amaranth — ^blessed feet 
That walk these close and crowded thoroughfares. 
The feverous alleys and the miry lanes, 
And yet contract no stain to soil the robes 
Of ever-during whiteness, that flow down 
From grand immortal shoulders, fairer far 
Than Aphrodite's rising from the foam. 
Because no breath of sensual thought e'er passed 
Upon their heavenly pureness, or could look 
Upon their bright divinity and Hve. 
A moving Hght, illumined from within. 
Casting no shadow in the sun or moon. 
They pass and repass — glorious visitors I 
Whose citizenship and home are in the lie«i.Neii^ \ 
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Breathing the airs of their divine abodes 

Into the foul and pestilent atmosphere 

Of this dark, distant world ; and freshening it 

With odours from the skies. Who would have thought 

The scenes I knew so well pervaded were 

By beings so divine ? 

GUABDIAN AnOBL. 

Men little wot 
Wherefrom the purifying gales, that breathe 
Through the corruption of their earthly world, 
Imparting higher tone and heavenlier thought, 
And holier motive to their common life ; 
And lifliing them at times to sudden heights 
Of goodness, and self-sacrificing love. 
Faith, heroism, and martyrdom that crown 
Their race with glory — ^little do they dream 
Whence these proceed ; or that above their heads, 
In gracious visitation. Heaven has opened 
And sent its angels down. 



Soul. 

See with what swift 
And silent energy they each pursue 
Their earnest aims ! One enters yonder arch 
'Neath which — a heap of rags and misery — 
A wretched starving thing has crawled to die : 
Her pale, cold feice by the warmth-mocking lamp 
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lit into ghastlier whiteness ; the dull eyes 

Glazed in the bitter night-wind by the frost 

That earthly sun will never melt again, 

E'en to the painfal comfort of a tear : 

And o'er that ragged heap, from which man turns 

With sickened heart and hastens to forget 

In the obHvion of a bed of down ; 

God's grand Immortal bends his shining plumes 

And takes it to the haven of his breast : 

And where but one went in there come forth two ; 

And lo ! the second form is like the first. 

Bright with the beauty of a son of God. 

And yonder, barred by no impediment 

Of wall or window, where the fednt fire-fiame 

Dies on the dingy blind, another seeks 

His sphere of blessed service, comforting 

With heavenly whispers of the love of God 

And sovereign gentleness of Christ, the heart 

That Sickness and its grim companion. Want 

Have rendered heedful of the heavenly Voice, 

That makes the body sick to heal the soul 

And spoils the goods to set the heart on God — 

Whispers so close and inward that they seem 

The soHtary musings of the mind 

Communing with itself alone and Heaven. 

And there another, standing by the bier 

Of a dead infant, gently ministers 

His holy consolations to the hearts 

Whose treasure is in heaven ; with Godlike smile 

Reflecting His who gave, and took awB^-j, 
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KuA IiIiiminmI wan in Ix4h ; and diAwIa^ 
Tliroii^h iho attraction of a lore itfeifci 
My iliii laHi vAmmcTfiWcm of the grav^ 
Tn It III! ill Whom their child has foozad 
Kalhiii' and Mothrtr and eternal Home. 
Iliiw pliiiiMiitit and how blessed is the si^ ! 
Iliiw (tlo<|iiiini of thc5 all'Watchfdl care 
Ami toihlnr triorcy of our Father, God ! 
Who hmvim no rhihl of His without its guide 
A fill atitfol Kiif^i'diati in life's dangerous ways. 
AimI t>'(*n I ho prodif^al, that never thinks 
Of thn ({I'nat linari that loves and pities him, 
lipavPM not ahitio nor friendless ; but sends forth 
A hoaviMily monitor, with persistent love 
Anil voii*<« )HirNuiiHiv(s to pursue his steps 
Tliiotitfli nil iho wanderings of their crooked way. 
And i^ll Km dnMidfttl and polluted scenes; 
Milll whiH)MtrinK in hin oar of God and Home. 
hliiMMUd virion t I could gaze for ever 
ItpoM Km Inllniltdy varied scene — 
VariiMl art human nood and misery — 
And immmK. myitidr most happy ; were it not 
Thai mhUt i\\\m\ handn of radiant ministers, 
WhoMtt foarloHN front, and walk erect and £b:m, 
Pntolalm thorn Norvants of tlic King of Kings, 
DoInK Hirt huHinoHH in the King's highway, 
Whnro tlioy, and thoy alone, have right to be ; 
(I lido in and out with sinister air, and course 
HinuouH and serpentine, the sneaking forms 
Of things too moan to bear an angel's name ; 
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Too gross to be accounted wholly spirit, 
And hideous beyond utterance ; insomuch 
That none could e'en surmise the noble forms 
Whence they declined to that decrepitude, 
To that debasement darkened ; all intent 
On crossing with their wicked impulses 
The purposes sublime, and blessed works 
Of God's beneficent angels. 

GuABDiAN Angel. 

Heed them not ! 
They are but meteors, of darkness bom 
In darkness buried ; that stay not, nor dim 
The shining course of God's eternal stars 
That constantly pursue their changeless rounds. 
Perpetual as the order of the Day. 
And though, for ends to us inscrutable. 
He gives the wicked space and scope to work 
Their evil machinations, the result 
Will be alone confusion on their heads. 
And the eternal triumph of the good 
In a divine and happy universe. 
Where Sin and Sorrow and their dreadful Cause 
Will come no more for ever. 

Soul. 

Glorious day ! 
Make haste and bless these weary, waiting eyes 
With thy beneficent dawn ! 
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Guardian Angel. 

But come with me. 
And I will wing thy feet to other parts 
Of this great field of conflict which man's ken 
Hath ne'er discovered, and a spirit's wing 
Alone can compass, since they He concealed 
In the abysses of the Infinite. 

Soul. 

Yes, take me where thou wilt Spirit I I know 
'Twill only be to shew me more of Him 
Whose Goodness, like a universal shield — 
A shield omnipotent — extends o'er all 
His children, in all worlds for evermore. 

The Angel and the Soul ascend from the Earth and vanish 

in space. 
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SHE V. — The Eegions of Space. Satan alone. He is gazing 
contemplatively at the Earth revolving in the distance. 

Enter to him an Angel. 

Angel. 
What new device art thou considering now ? 

Satan. 

Pardon me holy one I No new device. 

But meditating on the heavenly bodies. 

I'm a great student as you know. Just see 

How fine the earth looks spinning on her pole ! 

I often think what a magnificent football 

'Twould make. And what a glorious match — don't start ! — 

Might be arranged between yourselves and us. 

You kick it up. We kick it down. And God 

Sit umpire. I would wager my great soul 

That we should win the game, if Heaven would but 

Impartial be, and give us both fair play. 

Angel. 

Think'st thou that God made worlds to make thee sport ? 

To be the playthings of an idle hour ? 

To amuse the indolent spirits that will not work 



-64 SATAN BOUND: 

As He doth evermore ? Or thinkest thou 
That He would stake the welfare of His worlds — 
The products of His work, and dear to Him 
By added bonds of love and Fatherhood, 
Upon the chances of a trial of skill 
Between two finite creatures, one of whom 
Works not ; nor plays as holy beings play ; 
But games his life away on plots and pranks 
Of mischief, having already gamed away 
The priceless jewel of his own great soul ; 
And reckless since he hath no more to lose ? 
Work is God*s law of life and happiness. 
If any will not work — angel or man — 
He shall not have the wage. 

Satan. 
I work. None harder. 

Angbl. 

But 'tis not His work. 
All other is laborious idleness. 
Because it comes to nought, and is not built 
Into His work who built the worlds ; and builds 
Their destiny that none can change or check 
Or mar, or modify ; but is evolved 
According to His pre^determined plan. 
Thou might'st as well sit still for anything 
Thou canst effect to alter the grand end. 
Or colour with thy darkness its pure light. 
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Satan. 

I know I can't defeat God's pnrposed end ; 
But I can vex Him in His progress to it. 
And that seems somewhat. 

Anoel. 

Witless Fiend I Think'st thou 
'Tis worth this huge expenditure of skill, 
To plant a stake against the Infinite Sea 
Whose march thou canst not stay, neither disturh 
Its depth of everlasting calm ? Thy schemes, 
And all the vast vexation which they seeni, 
Because they keep thy spirit in ceaseless broil, 
Are lighter than a zephyr's dying breath 
Upon the bosom of the Peace of God. 

Satan. 

I've long abandoned theologic reas'nings. 

I but obey an impulse of my soul 

That drives me on, crying with whirlwind voice 

** Work, work while yet 'tis day I When the night comes 

There can be no more work I " And as I think 

I learnt the maxim from your Holy Book. 

Angel. 

Learnt to pervert it. As thou dost all good, 
To thy destruction. 
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Satan. 

It must be good to work 
No matter in what kind. Work is itself 
A good. And therefore says the Holy Book 
With a refreshing and delightful air 
Of generahzation — " Whatsoever 
Thy hand doth find to do, do with thy might." 

Angel. 

All work is God*s work, if it governed be 

By godlike principles, and subordinate 

To godlike ends. The human is divine, 

The earthly heavenly, if the human soul 

By thoughts divine be moved, the earthly toil 

By heavenly aspirations raised and crowned. 

All thus inspired, co-workers are with God, 

Whose kingdom is not Heaven brought down to clothe 

The Earth ; as with a garment not its own : 

But Earth, like precious flower of heavenly seed, 

Clothing itself, by forces from within, 

With native grace and heavenly loveliness. 

All godly life is God*s work ; godlike beings, 

Or men or angels, labourers are with Him. 

Satan. 

That would content me not. I could not be 
Co-worker. Master builder I, or nought. 
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Angel. 

Even though thou buildest on the sand, and seest 
Thyself and work both perishing at last. 

Satan. 

I think not of the future. I have learnt 

The wisdom of existing in the present. 

-** Sufficient to the day " — The Book serves well. 

Angel. 

And for this pitiable hour of thine 
Thou blindest thine immortal fax-seeing eyes 
To all the future hath in store of woe. 
The world's Deceiver is in sorrier case 
Than the deceived : for he deceives himself. 

Satan. 

I know that I have made my final choice. 
And since I know it cannot be revoked 
I seek to make the best of what remains 
Of a fiend's life of hberty. Therefore 
Grudge not I pray of thee, thou blessed one, 
The opportunity which now contracts 
With every fleeting hour. But even permit, 
I beg of thee, the largest Uberty, 
To use the narrowing space yet left to me 
To do my pleasure ; and content thyself 
With the reflection, that this sphere, whereon 
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I have but sought to drown in present mirth 
Alike remembrance of past blessedness 
And fdtnre torment, will be yours, all yours 
For service, and delight when I'm no more. 
Consider it. And if thou canst be kind 
Nay — kindness 1*11 not ask — but pitiful 
To a lost spirit — do : if for the sake 
Alone of friendship past — ^the memory 
Of our communion in happier worlds. 

[Satan vanishes, 

Anoel. 

Deluded spirit ! How I pity thee ! 
And yet I must with vigilance watch my tears 
Lest in unguarded moment pity sink 
To sympathy, and I be lost like him. 
Doubtless it was his purpose thus to work 
Upon my gentle nature and seduce 
My heart from its allegiance to the true. 
Ah, well-affected ruth ! Thy plaintive voice 
Was but another trick of the Arch-fiend, 
Who cares not whether man or angel fall 
If he but prosper in his work of ruin : 
Tempting alike all spirits in earth and heaven. 
God ! keep me from the great Deceiver's wiles — 
Thou whose high throne I serve, whose work I do. 
And who alone deservest all my love 1 
Angel hath need to pray not less than man 
''Into temptation lead me not, my Father I 
But me dehver from the evil One I " 
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ksEMB VI. — Outdds the Oates of Heaven. A Compamt or thb 
Anoels of Heaven assembled. 

Ghobus of Angels. 

Heaven grows brighter ; earth grows whiter ; 

Every day removes a stain, 
light Supernal ! Love Eternal ! 

Take her to thy Heart again. 

Evil dieth ; Satan flieth ; 

Wanes the shadow of eoHpse. 
Parent Splendour ! Strong and Tender ! 

Eiss her with thy healing hps. 

Lost, forsaken, she hath taken 

Thy dear sign upon her breast. 
Saviour glorious ! King victorious ! 

Take her to thy perfect Best. 



A GoMPANY OF the Angels OF THE Eabth are seen retuming from 
tKeir mmistries of love. 

One OF THE Angels. 

Sisters ! See the spirits burning 
From their works of love ret\immg. 
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Joj is on their heads. Their eyes 
Drink the " well done " of the skies. 



EnUr thi CoMPAKT OP Anoels tmgmg as they enter, 

SoKO OP Bbtubnino Ah^dls. 

Perfected each holy duty 

Gome we to the Blest. 
Human service is our beauty ; 

And God's smile our rest. 



SSYBBAL VOIGBS. 

Sisters welcome ! Welcome all ! 
Haye ye prospered ? Have ye sped ? 



One of the Betxtbming Angels. 

Earth obeys the heavenly call ; 
She ariseth from the dead. 



Seyebal Voices. 

Tell us. Tell us ye have thriven ; 
'Twill make harmony in Heaven. 
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FntST Angel. 

A lone child wept by a grave new made 
For the hearts that below were sleeping ; 

Its drooping head on my breast I laid, 
And stilled with a whisper its weeping. 

For I whispered soft in its trembling ear 
Of the Love from which nought can sever ; 

And the blue eye looked through its gathering tear 
To the Father who Hves for ever. 

Then took I its tremulous hand in mine, 
. And led it away from its sorrow ; 
And the dead ones smiled from their rest divine, 
On a happier child on the morrow. 



All the Angels. 

Glory be to God. 



Second Angel. 

The young man stood in his virtue strong. 
But the stronger Tempter by him ; 

The voice of his heart waxed loud and long, 
But Another seemed to defy him. 
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Long time they strove, those voices twain, 
And each grew louder, longer ; 

TiR the last arose like a hurricane, 
And proved the Devil stronger. 



Then gHded I — a gleam of light — 

Into that dark confusion : 
Shmk off like a homid the Spirit of Night, 

Nor stayed the Divine condosion. 

For the human voice of Duty rose 

dear'as an angel's pasan ; 
And the passions died in the high repose 

Of the passionless empyrean. 



All thb Angels. 

Glory be to God I 

Thibd Angel. 

The child was sick, the mother was poor, 

The father was old and grey ; 
Softly I stole through the darkening door 

On the beam of the dying day. 

They knew not how, but a comfort grew 
In their hearts like the evening cahn ; 

They knew not whence, but, as flowers with dew. 
They were bathed in a heavenly bahn. 
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Hie old man's heart with celestial wine 

From the banquet of Ood I brightened ; 
And the mother's load, with a touch Divine, 

I loosed, and her soul was lightened. 

The child spake sweetly of dreams of bliss — 

God's visions — ^for he had seen them ; 
He knew not mine from his mother's kiss, 

80 softly I stole between them. 

His mother's fetce and mine grew one. 

My bosom and hers were blended ; 
And he woke in the light of a happier sun, 

And his pain for ever was ended. 

All the Anoels. 

Glory be to God ! 

FouBTH Anoel. 

Kve years he bloomed, a lovely Flower, 

But like a weed neglected ; 
Sweet as a rose in Lady's bower ; 

Love-bom, but Love-rejected. 

His little life-dawn-tinted feu^e 

By sorrow seemed benighted ; 
And all his budding Apnl grace 

By cruel harshness blighted. 
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He had a mother — worse than none — 
She daily, nightly cursed him ! 

He wandered in the rain and smi. 
And no one fed or nursed him. 

He saw the children all at play, 
And thought " would I were 'mong ye ! " 

How could his Uttle heart be gay ? 
He was so cold and hungry ! 

One day he wandered in the rain, 
With cold and hunger fretting ; 

And soon he knew no more of pain 
Nor craved a mother's petting. 

Poor weary lamb ! that had no fold. 

No father, and no mother : 
I took him from a world so cold. 

To be an angel's brother. 

Oh how he sang when a Father true, 
To his lone heart was given ! 

For the only father he ever knew 
Was the glorious Father in Heaven. 

All the Angels. 

Glory be to God ! 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 1& 



Fifth Angel. 

The way was long, the heart was low, 
And sorrows were thickening o*er them ; 

The heavenward steps grew heavy and slow, 
And Heaven died out before them. 

No goal was seen, no goal was sought, 

In mists of doubt it vanished ; 
They walked by the flickering fires of Thought, 

And the Light of the Pilgrim banished. 

Then a darkness fell so deep and dense 

The soul to itself was hidden ; 
And it bowed, and worshipped the tyrant Sense, 

By devils unclean beridden. 

Then soft;, like an echo from other years. 
My voice through its memory stealing. 

Awakened its thoughts, amidst penitent tears. 
To the days of a happier feeling. 

Then it cried for Light, it cried for Love, 
For the heart's dear spring-time pining : 

No longer I stayed. For the wings of the Dove 
Were over it, soft and shining. 

All the Angels. 

Glory be to God I 



} 
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Sixth Anoel. 

Too well she txusted, too fondly loved, 

The maid with the angel-beauty ! 
Too late she discerned, too late she proved 

That Lost is not Love, nor Dnty. 

Her heart was full of a new-bom bliss, 

A new-bom love enwound her ; 
But alas ! a tear embittered each kiss. 

And shame, like a fetter, bound her. 

In the bud of the innocent hps she pressed 

A snake of reproach lay stinging ; 
And the sorrow that silently tortured her breast 

In the scorn of the world was ringing. 

Then rose up her heart in the strength of despair 

Eesolved of both burdens to rid her — 
The bond of her love, and the load of her care, 

The yoke that both cheered her, and chid her. 

Then straightway she fled with wild feet to the streao:^ 
Her babe — in her frenzy she caught it ! 

On its face, from my own, I cast down such a gleam, 
The face of an angel she thought it. 
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Then stood she, and wondered, and gazed ; and adnured 

The child so confidingly sleeping ; 
And the madness and hate which her spirit had fired 

Dissolved in a tempest of weeping. 

Then home she retnmed with her bahe on her breast, 

To tend it with gentle behaviour ; 
And her shame and despair died away into rest 

While she sat at the feet of her Saviour. 



All the Angels. 

Glory be to God I 



Seventh Angel. 

It was a dark aud tmrbulent time. 
The heart of the world seemed ripe for crime ; 
The statesman sat in the midnight's hush. 
And thought, as he mused, he could hear the rush 
Of the spirits of Night through the darkened air ; 
Above him, below him, and everywhere 
Speeding along through the sleeping city, 
With eyes aflame, and hearts without pity ; 
Seeking out whom they might seize and slay, 
Flocking like evil birds to their prey ; 
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Darkening the moon with their dismal plnmes, 

Poisoning the night with their noxions fames ; 

Scatt*ring their discords in flaming brands, 

Sowing their mischiefi3 with merciless hands ; 

Driving along over smaU and great, 

Smiting with curses and blasting with hate ; 

Pouring down ills in a hell-black rain, 

Drenching the heart and firing the brain — 

Tempests of evil to break on the morrow. 

And cover the world with a deluge of sorrow. 

Then his patriot heart waxed hot within, 

And rose in its might 'gainst the gathering sin. 

And he spake with his tongue, and seized his pen — 

The sceptre that made him a monarch of men. 

His lips I touched with a living coal . 

From the altar of God whence his poet soul 

Was kindled ere into the world he came. 

And behold ! it blazed — a seraphic flame I 

And his scroll grew bright with the burning thought, 

And the blazing word from the altar caught ; 

And he sent it forth like a spirit of might. 

And its course was swift as an angel of light ; 

And the spirits of evil before it flew, 

For the glance of its lightning sword they knew ; 

And the passions of men were struck by its breath. 

Like Sennacherib's hosts by the Angel of Death ; 

And all the spirits of Tumult and War, 

Like frighted wolves, stood glaring afar ; 

But came not near the abodes of men. 

Where the kindling tongue, and the flaming pen 
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Wielded the prophet's inspired rod, 

And scattered the terrible lightnings of God. 

All silent the turbulent ocean was laid ; 

And the spirits of Concord descended and played ; 

And Peace came forth amidst passion-tame men, 

As Daniel walked in the lion's den ; 

And Love like an angel stood by her side. 

And Earth caught the smile of her heaven-crowned Bride ; 

And Eight and Justice and Truth grew dearer. 

And the Kingdom of God was one day nearer. 



All the Angels. 

Glory be to God I 



Eighth Angel. 

The weary worker paused in his toil, 

And gazed around on the blossomless soil. 

Many a year in sorrow and pain 

He had laboured on, but laboured in vain. 

No sign could he see or of fruit or flower, 

To gladden his eyes in that desolate hour : 

And the thought settled down, like the winter snow. 

On his darkening spirit heavy and low 

" There's nought for my labour ! Why labour again ? 

My toil, be it ended, since toil is in vain." 
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He looked around on the world at its toil, 

And saw the wealth of the hlossoming soil ; 

Flowers and fruits in abundance lay there, 

And the reapers' eyes seemed undimmed with a care ; 

Harvests of wealth they were gathering in. 

Gamers of fruitful and prospering sin ; 

Honour and glory, and gold and pleasure, 

There seemed no end to the joy and the treasure : 

Then he sighed, and said, << Lo, the servant of God 

Alone has the fruitless and blossomless sod ! " 

Then he looked around on the thousands at toil 
In the fertile, flower-covered, fruit-laden soil ; 
And the few scattered labourers sharing his pain. 
Who like him, alas ! seemed to labour in vain : 
And some were but lukewarm, and idle at best ; 
And others were old and departing to rest ; 
And more were departing, alas ! to the spheres 
Where men reap in pleasure, and sow not in tears : 
Then his noble heart broke, and he cried with a moan, 
" The world hath her thousands, but I am alone ; 
No vintage appeareth, no harvest is nigh : 
Lord of the field ! I have failed ! Let me die." 

Then unto his spirit I inly revealed 
The wealth that was sown, and not lost, but concealed 
That could not be gathered and garnered with hands. 
And could not be scheduled like houses and lands : 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 81 

I shewed him the workers were more than he knew ; 
And mightier beings than those in his view 
Beside him, and through him, were working around. 
And reapers from heaven standing thick on the ground : 
That these bore the fruit of his labours away, 
And garnered it up for the recompense day ; 
That only that day of the Lord would declare 
The fruit of his sowing, and sorrow, and care : 
When, e'en should his share in the harvest be small. 
The smile of the Lord would requite him for all. 
For his *twas to serve, and the Master's tp bless. 
And none but the Master could give the success. 



Then he girded the loins of his mind, and began 

His labour again with the strength of a man ; 

With the strength of a man, and the zeal of his youth. 

And the faith of an angel in God and the Truth : 

Nor feilure, nor fruitlessness, sorrow nor pain. 

His work, or his joy in it troubleth again ; 

Though nothing he reapeth, nor green blade appears. 

And all that is his is the sowing in tears. 

Since that which he sows is the life-giving Word 

He knows that his work is not vain in the Lord. 



All the Angels. 

Glory be to God. 



SATJUS" BOUJSm: 



OboBDS or TBS HkaTSSLT AjfGMLS. 



Come Te Uessad of oar Fither, 
Blessed of aJl His SpozitB seven ; 
Angel-nnrBes of His children 
Who His kingdom are in Heaven ; 
Helpers of His funting wamors ; 
Bearers of the weikandold; 
Kind restorers of the mnderers; 
Watchers of the sacred fold ; 
In the Book of His Bemembranoe 
God has written all your care ; 
ETery gentle service rendered 
Is recorded, treasured there : 
And when earth that ye have tended. 
Walks again with Him in white. 
Ye, like stars, shall shine aronnd her 
With an everlasting light. 
Nor the least of your rewarding 
In that day of perfect love. 
Shall be mortals' recognition 
Of their helps-meet from above. 
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<E Vn. — The Ant. Behw are seen the summits of mjountaim, 
A mtdtitude of evil spirits assembled holding festival. Satan 
throned on a cloud in their midst, [Time — Night. 

Satan. 

Memories bright of long ago 

To oblivion be hurled ! 
When, a god, I to and fro 

Drove the shuttle of the world. 

For my old trade still I ply, 

SHpping a sly thread or two 
In the vesture of the Sky ; 

Hell-black mixing with the Blue. 

The world's god I am no more ; 

God has put my candle out : 
Yet amidst His psalm ; howl, snore 

Offc proclaims my jarring snout. 

This man with indifference dozes 

While hosannahs thunder past : 
That one 'gainst the saintly noses 

Thunders out a counter blast. 
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God is Lord. But not complete 
Nor harmonious is His praise : 

I have puddled with my feet 
The bright mirror of His rays. 

This one, pleading ignorance, cries 
** Where or when hath Nature shown 

Any Being to our eyes ? 

Who can worship the Unknown ? " 

That one saith ** We see Him clear: 
God and Nature are but one." 

Praising without love or fear 
A Divine Automaton. 

** Superfluity is He 

Whom the ignorant * Maker * call : 
Law is our Divinity 

Evolution all in all." 

Cries a fourth. ** No Fall hath ended 
A child's bliss in outcast's bale : 

Human beings have ascended 
From a creature with a tail." 

I have made men mad with science ; 

I have made them drunk with light : 
Ignorance is a past alliance ; 

I have Knowledge leagued with Night. 
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Good is good, and evil evil : 

Still the ancient feud goes ou 
And God finds the dabbling Devil 

Evermore beneath His Throne. 

So let days of long ago 

To obHvion be hurled ! 
Threads of blackness still I throw 

Through the Brightness of the world. 

Evil Spirits. 

Up and down the earth he goes ; 

This way — that way — twitched and twirled 
By his finger, as he throws 

Threads of darkness through the world. 



Chant op Evil Spirits. 

Dance we round old Night and shout 

Till her candles are all out ; 

Till the Sun — Hell's sign unfurled 

Eally us upon the world, 

With our shafts of sin and sorrow 

To assail its peace to-morrow. 

Thanks for yesterday's merry sport 

To the Euler of our Court. 

Mighty Master ! Satan, hear ! 

Praises for our latest cheer ! 

For the evil works we wrought 
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For the evil pland we taught ; 
For the wicked fruit we cropped ; 
And the wicked seed we dropped ; 
For the wine thou bad'st us sup 
From the bloody Murder-cup ; 
From the mighty Battle-chaUce 
In the War-fiiend*s fiery palace : 
For the tears of human souls 
Drained into our hissing bowls ; 
For the sobs of sons and daughters, 
Bubbling up like boiling waters 
Bound the lips that drained the liquor 
Which each added sigh made thicker. 
Brothers, lifb the cups, and clink them ! 
Dance about the moon and drink them I 
Link them, clink them like a chain 
That holds fast and mimics Pain. 
As we dance the moon about 
Lift we high the merry shout — 
Health to Sin I Success to Sorrow I 
Deeper draughts be ours to-morrow I 



The Angel of the Eabth appears in their midst attended by 

angelic host. 

Angel. 

What do ye here ? Affronting the pure Heavens 
With your misrule ? And frighting solemn Night 
Upon her throne of Silence ? 
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Satan. 

We make mirth. 
As you do when the disposition prompts. 
You have your high days — solemn days I mean — 
And we have ours. We both hold carnival 
In our own fashion. You with psalm and chant : 
It is your way. And we with merry song : 
It is our choice. Our tastes are different ; 
That's all. And freedom of opinion 
Is one of God's good gifts — to man. Ii his 
Then surely ours. For we are older spirits 
Whose knowledge and maturity of mind 
Warrant our higher title. " Milk for babes, 
Strong meat for those " — I need not finish it. 
I dare say you have read the Holy Book : 
Though not perhaps so studiously as I. 

Angel. 

A God-like freedom and a godless Hcence 

Yoke not together in the chariot 

Of human progress that draws on the world. 

Men are most free when most obedient. 

For Liberty is harmony with Law ; 

And whoso tJm breaks forfeits that, and is 

No longer a free man. But is a note 

Harsh and discordant in the chime of things. 

A string to be re-strung ; or broken off 

And cast away — ^like Thee, 
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Satan. 

Oh, yes ! 1 know 
You look upon me as a broken string. 
I beg your pardon, I mean broken off : 
And being so, yet still a string, and strung 
Into another Instrument, I cannot help 
Giving forth noise, though not your kind of noise 
And to your ears not pleasing. What, my lord I 
Would you then have me dumb because forsooth 
You do not Hke my music ? That would be 
Most selfish : and all selfishness you hate 
I know, as much as you hate me — almost ! 



Angel. 

Each to his place ! Hell is discordancy. 

But this is Earth — God's broken string. Alas ! 

I need not tell you that. But re-strung now 

And soon to utter forth a faultless note 

In the grand Harmony of all His worlds, 

As musical as ever and more sweet. 

Therefore be gone from hence ! And mix no more 

Thy discord with its ripening melody 

Thou troubler of its peace ! Offscouring vile 

Of the Creation ! 
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Satan. 

Offscouring ! So ! 
Ye are its scavengers then — thou and thy crew — 
That scour and sweep the filth and ofhl and scum. 
So we have brought you to a menial office, 
Ye chanters of the everlasting psalm 
That never soiled your cherub hands to touch 
Aught but a harp of gold ! 



Angel. 

Begone I say 1 

Satan. 

Or with your heavenly brooms you'll sweep us off- 
Spiders that build in the King's palaces 
And spin our cobwebs 'cross the Sun. Ha ! ha ! 
We've dimmed the Luminary of the world, 
And woven our pernicious dusty threads 
O'er all its furniture. 



Angel. 

Upon them Saints I 
And smite them in God's name. 

The Angelic guard advance. 
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Satan. 

Nay, nay forbear. 
You should be slow to anger like your Gk)d. 
I see you've much to learn yet. Pray forgive 
The Devil for presuming to instruct you. 

(To his Sinrits.) 
Away t Break up your festival ! 

{To the Angel.) 

Farewell ! 
We've felt your lightning besoms much too oft 
Of late. We will provoke you not. Adieu ! 

[Satan and his crew hurriedly disappear. 



II. 



n. 

Scene I. — The Ant. Near the Eabth. Satan {alone). 

Satan. 

Oh ! whence hath come this 'boding gloom ? This sense 

As of some evil near ? This dull, dark weight 

That like a leaden hand oppresses me ? 

Whence come the startling sights and sounds that oft 

Appal me with their sudden visitings ? 

Now 'tis a mountain that beside me gapes 

With mouth of fire ; and now a grassy sward 

Glows *neath my feet, and, with a serpent coil, 

Wraps me in writhing flame. Anon a wood 

Transformed into a myriad tangling shapes 

Of heterogeneous deformity, 

Confronts my steps, and terrifies my sight. 

Now breaks loud thunder from the cloudless heaven 

And rolls about me with prolonging roar : 

And now from out the breast of summer calms 

A whirlwind clutches me with harpy claw. 

Anon I walk beside a crystal stream 

And lo ! it bubbles, hisses, boils and spouts. 

As if volcanic fires strove fierce beneath. 

Even the peaceful birds and quiet brutes 
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Singing in tree or pastoring in the 

Seem to forget their nature as I 

And gaze with wrathful glare and moiadng ncme 

And while fierce beasts have grown more 

The mild and gentle creatures of the worid 

Have learnt the tiger*s savage trick toward me. 

Ah ! what are these dread shapes that roond me "mboA^ 

Their dismal flight ? — like huge, gigantic bats. 

Enormous vampires, monstrous, staring owls. 

Now weaving web-like wings across the moon : 

Now linking long, lank arms athwart my path : 

Now closing round me — a prodigious crowd 

A thousand circles deep — with threatening mien. 

And waving hands, and heads that wag and nod : 

Anon with skinny fingers pomting down. 

As thoy would marshal me from off the world. 

horrid visions of a troubled brain I 

Who hatli begotten ye ? Why come ye hither ? 

Away ! I know ye not I *Ti8 not for me 

Ye beckon with your scraggy fingers ! Hence ! 

For I have much to do ore rise of sun. 

Avaunt ! nor stop my way I So I They are gone. 

Now to my work — the surest antidote 

To sickly fancies. If I compass this — 

This new device that I have framed and fixed, 

1 light a conflagration round the globe. 
So a new obstacle bars the promised End.. 
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I^ Angel of the Eabth Bfwddenly descends. 

Angel. 
Whither goest thou ? 



Satan. 

On business mine, as thou • 



On thine. 



Angel. 

My business is with thee. Thy steps 
To track. Thy course to intercept. Thy path 
To bar. Thy works to counter-work. Thy schemes 
To foil and baffle. And thy influence 
To obliterate and destroy. 

Satan. 

Is God so rich 
In worlds, and yet must grudge me one small orb 
For a poor pleasure ground ? 

Angel. 

One orb to Him, 
Nay more, one soul — the weakest in that orb — 
Is dear to Him as all the universe : 
For great and small, one and a myriad 
Are equal to the Infinite, to Whom 
Number and measurement exist not. 
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Satan. 

If 
One is so dear to Him, strange he allowed 
One to slip out so easily from His arms ! 

Angel. 

*Twere strange indeed had He allowed that one 
To slip for ever into thine. Methought 
When I beheld thee putting forth thy hand 
Upon it, He would blast thee instantly 
With His eternal Thunder. I thought, judged 
As finite creature. We, shall learn anon — 
Both thou and I — that 'twas not strange He stay- 
His bolt ; and interposed a History 
Betwixt His wrath and its fulfilment. 

Satan. 

WeU, 
For centuries I have caressed His dear ! 
He'll trace my finger marks upon it always. 

Angel. 

Marks that will change *neath His transforming ] 
To signs of Love, to blast thine eyes of Hate 
With everlasting torment ; while they make 
God, Truth, and Goodness dearer evermore 
To His delivered world, that learns thereby 
How infinitely greater, mightier 
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Is Good than evil, Light than darkness, <jh)d 
Than thou. Thou and thy transient deed of ill: 
Have but discovered Him, and all His work'*— 
Uninterrupted Love, Eternal Gk)od — 
As darkness doth the day. 

Satan (adde). 

How he torments me I 
(To him.) I cannot now pursue the argument. 
When next we meet we'll take it up again 
Where it must now break off. I must away. 

Angel. 
Whither? 

Satan. 
On business, as I said, of mine. 

Anosl. 

Thou goest not. 

Satan. 

Who will prevent me, Saint ? 
My chain is not yet forged. And till it be 
I have the freedom of the Universe, 
By Heaven's permission — taken if not given — 
The right of way which even wanderers claim, 
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Though oalling not an inch of soil their own. 
By the prescriptive right of centuries 
Of usage it is sealed to me. Therefore 
Nor thou, nor any spirit hinder me. 
Let me pass on f 

Angel. 

Thou shalt not. 'Tis the Hour 
That marks thy limit. Hark ! Eternity 
Peals out the warning f Hear it, Fiend ! 
Hear it and perish ! 

(Satan fcMs prostrate.) 

Satan. 

Oh that fearful sound ! 
How horribly it booms through the abyss ! 
My time is come ! And that which I had deemed 
Would set the world on fire dies, like a brand 
Trod in the dust, amidst the darkness dense 
From which 'twas kindled ; and not e'en a spark 
Of hope survives in it to mitigate 
The midnight of despair fast closing round. 
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3c]£NE n. — The Palace of thb Aib. The Angel of the Eabth 
cm his Throne, surrounded by Spirits. 

Angel of the Earth. 

Spirits of God, and ministers of Good, 

All hail ! I bring you tidings of great joy. 

The Power of Darkness cometh to an end. 

The Hour that marks the limit of its course 

Hath struck. And henceforth Good, Good only, Good 

Eternal and omnipotent shall reign. 

No more through these empyreal shining plains 

Shall ye have need to chase the vagrant hordes 

Of the great Bandit of the universe, 

Back to their confines in the wastes of Night. 

No more your fiery helms and flaming shields, 

Arrayed in battle in the midmost air, 

Shall dim the sun, or quench the midnight moon. 

Or fright the timid Eve, the pale chaste Bride 

Of glowing Day, led to her nuptial couch 

By her attendant stars — ^their torches paled 

By the resplendence of your panoply. 

Your charge is ended and your fight is done. 

And unto higher posts and kindlier work 

In God's eternal kingdom ye shall rise. 

Even while I speak behold the mighty chiefs — 

Each from his post of service — ^wing their flight 

h2 
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To thif hi^ oantre of teiiwiliuJ power, 

To render vp their offiee to iiiese huds 

Thftt HesTen dflpnted to mk over them; 

And that i^>»^n lead them fiirih, and ym wUfa tb^ 

Into the paiaoe of Uriel fanfi^ 

The ruler of qb all ; isho shall fioni ihenoe 

Coudnct the angel^iostB of every msid 

In his celestial 6]rBtein to ihe dig; 

Who, in His infinite gzaoe, shall sqr to aU 

The loyal senrants of His inR and mud, 

" Ye have been fiuthfiil in the lower and least; 

I make you rulers o'er the greater, Ivig^.** 

Ami thus from less to greater, few to maqji 

III an ascending series, step hj step. 

And rin^ by ring, and crown by crown, ye climl> 

Thti I^der whose resplendent stiirs are worlds^ 

Thnmtiri. principalities, dominions, powers ; 

Aiut nn wlioso top repose the £Bet of God. 

I'Inhi thf CimvAHY OF Chdbf Spirits fhm Ae Etv^- 

AnoJUi OF THE EaBZH* 

Woleomo groat spirits all I 

Spirits. 

Hail to xxiy lord 
The Angel of the Earth I 
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Sfibit of the Sea. 

I render up 
The sceptre of the waters. The deep sea 
Hath heard again the Omnipotent '' Be still ! '* 
Subdued and subject to all peaceful arts 
And gracious use by the supremacy 
Of heaven-taught skill, and linking land to land 
In mutual service, there is no more sea, 
But such as brings men nearer, makes them one : 
While Evil that has long usurped the deep 
In preying pirate, thundering battle-ship, 
And commerce minist'ring to lawless gain 
Has vanished from its bosom like a mist. 
And left it pure as its own mirrored Heaven. 

Anoel of the Eabth. 
The Lord sits King upon the Flood ! The Lord 
Sits King for ever ! 

Ghobus of Spirits. 

Alleluia ! 

Spirit of Fibe. 
I yield the rod of my authority 
Great Spirit, over Fire — an instrument no more 
Of Evil. For the evil will is dead 
That changed Heaven's ancient minister of life 
To cheer and comfort, into a foul fiend 
Scattering around it devastating flames 
0*er fertile lands and smiling villages. 



102 SATAN BOUND: 

And cities stored with centuries of Art ; 

And thousands slaughtering with a single breath, 

While fierce exultant on its lightning rode 

The all- victorious Devil. Never more 

The nations shall learn war. Science has sworn 

Eternal fealty to Heaven-crowned Peace ; 

And all the lands sit basking in her smile 

With infinite contentment. 

Anoel of the Eabth. 

Prince of Peace ! 
Thou art the King of all the earth ! 

All the Spntrrs. 

Alleluia I 

Spikit op the Air. 
My work is done. My office is fulfilled. 
The spirit that of yore was called (self-called) 
Prince of the Power of Air, and erewhile swept 
Its spacious plains upon the whirlwind's wings, 
The chariot of the Thunder, and the swift 
And sudden bolt of the blue Lightning — ^he 
Who poisoning all the courses of the winds 
With his foul breath — the reeking steam of vice — 
Uncleanness bom of lewdness, idleness. 
Drunkenness, gluttony, the source of all 
The ills of flesh, disease and pestilence — 
He is cast down : and health and strength and life 
Sail on the winds and beautify the world. 
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Angel of the Eabth. 

The Tree of Life whose fruit the angels eat 
Shall be the food of man. Its leaves, which nought — 
Nor heat, nor frost, nor storm, can blight or shatter, 
Are healing all the nations. 

All the Spibits. 

Alleluia! 

Spibit of the Eabth, 

My toil is over and my task complete. 

The Serpent that had left his venomous trail 

Upon the earth and all that dwell therein — 

Foul toads, and loathsome worms and insects vile, 

And poisonous berries, death-distilling herbs, 

And flowers and fruits goodly to look upon 

But in their influence malignant — aU 

Breathing his curse, the crooked Serpent prone — 

He glides along the soil innocuous, 

No longer powerful to infect the world 

That clothes itself about him as he goes 

In taunting beauty and beneflcence ; 

And leaves himself — unsightly shape of ill — 

The scorn and hissing of the universe, 

The only blot upon the work of God 

That puts its evil off — ^the foreign shape 

And dark disguise in which he veiled its charms ; 

And in its native goodness shows and shines. 
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Angel of the Eabth. 

Behold, He aaith who sitteth on the Throne, 
" Lo I I make all things new." 



All the Spirits. 

Alleluia 



Chorus of Spirits of the Elements. 

Praise the Lord ye heavens, 
Praise Him in the heights ; 
Praise Him all His angels, 
Praise Him starry hghts ; 
Praise Him seas and rivers, 
Praise Him all ye coasts ; 
Praise Him storms and tempests. 
Praise Him all your hosts : 
Praise Him flying vapours, 
Praise Him frost and snow ; 
Praise Him fires above us, 
Praise Him fires below ; 
Let the elements praise Him, 
In their concords sweet ; 
While Creation casteth 
Its sceptres at His feet. 
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Sfibit op Humanity, 

Joy to the world 1 The change in ontward things 

Is but a picture of the change within. 

Its elemental harmony but shews, 

As in a mirror, the fair face of man, 

Spotless and wrinkleless as on the day 

When God beheld in it His &ce Divine 

And saw that it was good. The beast in him 

Fierce tiger, venomous serpent, lecherous ape, 

Dull sloth, and cunning fox, and cruel wolf — 

All sensual and carnal elements — ^have died 

And left the God supreme. Slander no more 

Winds in and out amongst the walks of men, 

Biting the heel of gentle Innocence, 

And unsuspecting Purity. No more 

Oppression walks the earth with giant strides, 

And tramples men like stubble. Kings have learned 

That there are kinglier heads than crowns can make. 

And nobler powers than those a sceptre bears ; 

And that the greatest men are those that own 

The greatest hearts, and with uncoveting love 

Embrace, not dominate, the greatest sphere 

Of human Ufe and action. Meaner men 

Have learned that none are mean in sight of Heaven 

That not demean themselves ; that poverty 

Is not a brand burned in their brows like Cain's — 

A stamp to seal them as a lower grade 

In God*s creation ; but that none are poor 

Who have enriched by dihgence their minds, 
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By gentleness their hearts. Contentment fills 

The soul, and suns the fa^e with sweetness. Hate 

Narrows no lip, and Bigotry no heart ; 

Nor Envy snarls, nor fawns Hypocrisy 

Around the footsteps of the Glad or Great. 

Domestic love and Social harmony 

Fear not a serpent coiled upon the hearth. 

Or writhing round the cup. For Jealousy 

Has slunk away with her foul sister-snakes, 

And left mankind to drink the wine of joy 

Without a drop of venom. Ignorance — 

The fruitful mother of all miscreate 

And world-disordering shapes of ill — ^has fled. 

With priests and tyrants and oppressors, down 

To hell from whence she rose — a cloud of night 

Hiding the blessed sun, and locking all 

The nations in long centuries of ice, 

A cold that pierced them to the soul and spirit, 

And left them paralysed, and dumb and blind, 

And dead to everything but misery. 

And Superstition with her nameless brood 

Begot beneath the cover of the night. 

The venomous vermin spawned by Eeptile-Fear, 

Creeping and crawling o'er the beauteous world 

Till not a fair green leaf of hope or faith, 

Or reverence of self, or noble pride. 

Or righteous self-esteem, remained to shew 

The fair good world it was when hearts could bloom, 

Beneath the heavens that blessed them, with high trust 

And elevating praise, and reverence true, 
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Both of themselves and the bright world with which 

They claimed afi&nity, as stream with source, 

And son with sire — the god within with God — 

Base Superstition with her idols black, 

And altars bloody, and dark mysteries, 

ibid hideous rites, and sorceries and dreams. 

And spiritual whoredoms infinite — 

Has fled the scene she has despoiled so long ; 

And left the world to the pure, wholesome reign 

Of simple Faith, enlightened Eeverence, 

That bows the knee, but elevates the soul. 

The eyelid closes, but dilates the view. 

And fills the humble worshipper with God. 

Chobus of Spibits op Humanity. 

Praise the Lord ye people. 
Praise Him all the earth ; 
Praise Him Kings and Eulers, 
Praise Him men of worth ; 
Praise Him sons of genius. 
Praise Him men of mind. 
Praise Him bard and minstrel — 
Kings of every kind. 
Praise Him youths and maidens. 
Praise Him men of prime ; 
And ye reverend fathers 
Cast your crowns of time — 
Cast them down before Him ; 
While the children sweet. 
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Tender blossoms strewing, 
Eneel and kiss His feet. 
Grown Him all the ages. 
Crown Him every dime, 
With the double diadem — 
All nations and all Time ! 

Enter a procession of huge forms, foUotced by the Angel of Time 
-and the attendant Hours. They pass before the throne of the Angel 
OF the Eabth conducted by the Sfibit of Emfibe. 

Spmrr of Emfhie. 

Behold these Shapes ! These vast gigantie Shades 

That, cloaked from head to foot in darkness vague, 

And shadowy as a dead forgotten world. 

Have travelled round the globe with restless feet. 

To Time's slow, solemn, melancholy march ; 

Following the sun, a dark funereal train, 

In search of that they never yet have foxmd ; 

And ever and anon their cowled heads 

Turning, as if some great expected One, 

Climbing the world, were gaining on their steps ; 

And catching, as they turned, a mystic light 

Upon their withered features, like the beam 

Of some unknown and unapparent sun. 

They turn them now. And see I their faces glow. 

And change to youth and beauty as they gaze, 

That they are old no longer ; but renew 

Their youth like eagles — ^mounting to the Mom — 

Bronzing their plumage in her molten glow 
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Screaming their trinmph o*er the mountain-tops 

That, pale with en^y, eye the exultant wings 

That dally with the Sun before the dawn. 

For these were eagles, and they stretched their wings 

With victory and dominion, while the world 

Shook at the sound, or sheltered *neath the shade. 

They stretch them yet with expectation high. 

And joy prophetic, for they scent the air 

Of morning from their mountain tops of dark 

And time-beclouded centuries, and long 

To soar unto and vanish in the Sun, 

That warms their silent summits with the dawn 

Of the approaching Light that sets no more. 



Chant of the Phantasms of Dead EMPmEP* 

On, on we go. 

Solemn, and slow. 
Around the scenes where ages ago 

We sat in state. 

And ruled the fate 
Of trembling millions small and great. 

We are dead and gone. 

Our power withdrawn, 
Our names rot in oblivion ; 

The satyrs play. 

And wild beasts stray 
Where satrap monarchs knelt to our sway. 



110 SATAN BOUND: 



We sought to grind 

All human kincl, 
To bend alike the body and mind — 

Bule with our rod, 

Shake with our nod 
The world ; and sit in its midst as God. 

Shadows we were, 

Flung through the air 
From the Kingdom that none might own, or share ; 

No will oould bind 

All human kind 
But His who made it, body and mind. 

Yet who oould wonder 

The light and thunder 
Of His car rising the dark world under. 

Battled and beamed, 

Until each deemed 
Himself the King of whom he had dreamed ? 

Gladly we own 

Ourselves overthrown. 
The God-made steps to His God-built Throne 

By us to climb 

The top of Time, 
Thenceforth for ever to reign sublime. 

The Shtipes resume their march and mth the Ugkt on their facet 

gradually fade away. 
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Chant of the Spirit of Empibe. 

Eagle-headed, eagle-hearted 

Kings of prey I 
Eagle-winged, eagle-taloned, 

Pass away f 
Dove of Beauty I Dove of Glory I 

Take the Bod ! 
Thou canst rule men, for thou comest 

Out from God. 
Bless in ruling, rule by blessing 

Heavenly Dove I 
World- wide-empire-dreams fulfilling 

King of Love I 

Song of Time. 

O'er laden with sin and with sorrow I 

Limped after the sun-god wearily 

Wasted and wayworn and ready to die : 

But there stepped forth a God in the midst of the years. 

And my youth shone again through my fast-freezing tears 

As I danced on my way with the dancing spheres. 

Chobus of the Hours. 

We danced with the sphere, 

And round-rolling year ; 

We danced with the stars round the old world's bier : 

The stars rang a chime 

For Patriarch Time, 

As he leaped o'er the Past to the days of his prime. 
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Cbqbbs or ^LL. X'vsMiA MSD Shuts. 

We go to die Eing^ of &» moRung, 
Ucxel the King of dEtsSmi; 
Wlien God Ss dommuRts dhiied 
Hia gave to His »nphs» eadi one, 
A wodd for his brjg&t dnxmsfcion, 
A world for his apheze of deHjgkt ; 
And He gaTe to Uml thie sceptre 
That nxl^ the Orb of thie H^k 

He rolls tjiroix^ the heaTens in his glofry : 
His steeds are ten thousand swift flames ; 
The flames are ten thoosand Immortals — 
Inmiortals of heaTen-honoored names. 
Midst thxmder of wheels and of pinions, 
His chariot blazes and flies 
Through stars that in thousands beholding^ 
Biae tier upon tier throogfa the skies. 

Aroimd him God set the young planets 
Their combes of glory to nm ; 
And bade them like satraps acknowledge 
The smi, and the King of the son 
And yearly the firmament lightens 
With coming together of wings — 
With trains bringing tribute and honour — 
The gorgeous assembling of Kings. 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 113 

And He set over mountains and rivers, 
And oceans and forests and plains, 
EQs spirits in numberless legions 
To wait on the Angel who reigns ; 
To watch o*er the world, and to battle 
With Powers of the Depth and the Night ; 
And to weave the apparel of Nature 
With sevenfold woof of the light. 

The nymphs and the fairies of fable 

Were shadows of us and our task ; 

Men felt that bright beings were near them, 

Though doomed of our nature to ask 

In vain of the fields and the mountains — 

Suggesting, the more to conceal. 

The Beings that Fancy embodied 

In forms that but imaged the Beal. 

But now is our mission all ended. 
Our battle all over and done ; 
And, victory's light on our banners. 
We go to the King of the sun — 
Uriel who sends o'er our armies 
The Hght of his feu:-beaming rod ; 
And leads us all home like a shepherd 
To rest in the Glory of God. 
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BcEKE m. — The Beoions of the Aib. Beneath are seen the 
spiret and towen of a great City. Satan is discovered 
alone, 

Satan. 

Man, how I hate thee ! Ofifispring of the clay t 

And brother of the worm ! Whom in some freak 

Of Infinite Unreason God did stamp 

His Image on — for me to mar ! Ha ! ha ! 

I spoiled His Likeness, as I think, a little ! 

And carved my own upon it ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Who would have thought God's smudged-out Face had made 

So grand a groundwork for the ugly Fiend 

To paint his portrait on ? Who would have dreamed 

His Image, moulded to such high perfection, 

'Neath my perverting chisel would have grown 

Into so prime a statue of the Devil ? 

But, to my everlasting praise I did it ! 

And to obliterate my lineaments 

From His defaced and devil-painted man 

Has baffled all His Thunder I Until now I 

Ah ! There's the thought that damns me ! Until now 

Thou base Adulteration ! Cross between 

God and the Fiend ! Thou Heaven-mixed, Hell-mixed heap 

Of earth and worms ! Issue of God be-devilled ! 

How I exult in knowing He must see 
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The trace of this disfiguring finger — wme — 

Upon thy brow for ever ! And must feel 

Amidst His highest joy of Fatherhood 

He olasps my brat — ^yes mine not less than His, 

Galled so Himself a thousand times ere when 

He rubbed my features out, and retraced His — 

Ah trixmiph ! — ^retraced His where mine had been ! 

Where mine shall be no more ! misery t 

Torment too great for even a devil's brain, 

A devil's heart to bear ! No more ! No more t 

Or there, or anywhere, no more I no more ! 

My face expunged firbm all things — ^man and beast— . 

Nature entire ; — ^in whose disordered frame 

As in a shattered nurror I have seen 

The image of my own distorted being, 

With infinite exultation, everywhere, 

And hailed it as a universal triumph 

O'er Beauty, Order, Unity, and God ! 

Now when I look — Kestitution fair ! — 

And therefore foul and most abominable — 

It gives back — only God ! deepest Hell ! 

Where shall I hide me from the Greater Hell 

Of those Eternal Eyes that look from all 

And close me round like Fate ? Nature ! I hate thee ! 

E'en to thy feeblest fly and weakest worm 

I hate thee ! To thy utmost fibre, film, 

Hair, breath, spark, grain, atom, mote, drop, speck 

Hate I and curse thee ! Ah, see 1 Hideous 1 

Her £a>ce seems wrinkling in a myriad laughters 1 

And on my ears a myriad echoes crash 
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My curse back on me t She is blessed alas I 

And I alone am damned — ^for ever damned ! 

The curse of all creation lifts from all 

And settles down on me ! On me alone 1 

Ah 1 Here come two poor woeful-looking devila 

Out of the City. Mammon I declare ! 

And Discord ! Why they look like two thrashed curs ; 

Or felons going to the hangman's rope. 

How is the gold grown dim t The fine gold changed 1 

Mammon, that erst was shining as a star, 

And Discord, swift and terrible as a comet ; 

Flaring along — ^his hair a stream of fire. 

His eyes two thunder balls, his breath the blast, 

And all the world a desert in his track — 

*Twere hard to see in these that goodly pair. 

The one as dingy as a gilded coach 

On a wet day — and truly I do think 

That that is mud — ^that dusky shade I see 

Upon his armour : toother dull and dead 

As a burnt torch after the festival ! 

Its a changed world to them as well as me f 

Enter the spirits of Mammon and Disoobd, 

Satan. 

Well, what's the news ? The latest news from Earth? 
But there i Why ask ? Tour &ces are enough* 
Not to descend to persons. 
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Mammon. 

True my Lord I 
We are undone. Our state is pitiful. 
Gold has gone down and man*s gone up. A mint 
Of money would not buy a bit of flesh 
Or black or white. I'm truly a lost spirit 1 
And as for bribing men, or bargaining 
With any for his pretty soul — ^why even 
The lawyers have grown honest. Turncoat-knaves I 

had you seen their virtuous snouts turn up 
When in my hand I held a monstrous fee ! 

They bade me go and hang — ^me ! me, their friend ! 

Ungrateful cuckoos ! who have sucked the eggs 

Of many a goodly nest, and left alone 

The empty shells to cheer the desolate. 

With jargon loud and learned prophesying 

The joys of summer in confiding ears. 

The while they slipt into their fellow's place. 

Devoured his substance, cleared their learned throats, 

And left him bare as winter. To their fiEbce 

1 told them so. They shook their pious wigs 

At me. Then flung me out head flrst. Straightway 
I ran to the Exchange for sympathy. 
When lo t the merchants mobbed and hustled me ; 
They pressed and pinched and sqeezed me so my lord. 
You would have thought they'd one of their poor debtors 
Fast by the throat. They drove me with such speed 
And vehemence from their midst, you would have guessed 
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They were all driving a hard bargain. Forth 

I flew ; and fled into the Market place. 

"For," said I, "Ah I I know they'll welcome me 

With their voracious flEkces — ^there are none 

So greedy as the tradesmen.*' Judge my lord 

Of my surprise ! They straight with one consent 

Bushed from their stalls, and hurled old stumps at me ; 

Cabbages, rotten apples, rotten eggs ; 

The shopkeepers all hissed me as I ran 

Headlong down streets and alleys. The young brats 

Yelled after me as I toiled panting up 

A hill — as once they did behind the back 

Of bald Elisha — ^pardon the quotation — 

" Go up thou yellow-pated devil, go I " 

had I but been Discord or a bear ! 

1 called on Discord. But he was asleep ; 
And bears were extinct animals. I threw 
A handful of small coins behind me. But 
They only snatched them up and flung them all 
Begrimed with mire at me, the while they shrieked 
** Thou yellow devil take thy yellow dirt 

And make hell's flagstones with it ! " Even a Jew 
Turned up his nose at me in whose back parlour 
I had taken refuge ; and, more strange than all 
A fat old bishop lifted up his foot 
And kicked me from the altar where I fled 
As my last hope for Sanctuary. Truth ! 
I felt the blow of that black leg the most. 
'Twas the " unkindest " kick of all ! 
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Satan. 

Poor devil ! 
Tou have been badly treated. And by those 
You've served the best. Well it was always so. 
'Tis an nngratefal world ! 

Spirit of Mammon. 

Alas my lord I 
So have I found. Would you believe it now ? 
They even use the coin that I supplied 
To fight their battles, and to live in riot, 
To feed the poor with ; clothe the hungry ; nurse 
The sick, and dying ; build hospitals withal ; 
And — ^more outrageous — churches ! Oh, tis sad 
To see my precious gold so misappHed. 
I only wish it were within my power 
To rake it up and scamper down to hell 
With the whole lot I Flagstones indeed I They know 
It's safe enough to fling down such a challenge ! 
But if 'twere possible — and if 'twere done 
" Blue " were their colour as mine's yellow. Ah ! 
They'd cry like Dives then, "0 father-devil 
Send Mammon with a flagstone though it be 
Bed-hot and molten ; we are perishing 
With cold and hunger." The fat fools ! gold-filled 
Even to surfeiting. The comfort is 
I made them tug for it, and sin for it. 
And He to whom they spue it fi:om their mouths — 
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To ease their load of guilt — the vomiting dogs ! 

Will see on it what filth 'twas swallowed with — 

The slime of many a deceit ; the dirt 

Of many a fraud ; the spittle of many a lie ; 

The ourse of many an unpaid, underpaid, 

And therefore starved, and slowly-slaughtered man, 

And therefore starved, and slowly-slaughtered babe, 

Whole holocausts of victims sacrificed 

To glut their greedy stomachs ; and the blood — 

The black, and ineradicable blood — 

Of murders manifold — all unatoned. 

As undiscovered, unsurmised, unknown. 

Spibit of Discobd. 

Alas, my lord ! I'm in like evil case. 

'Tis true as Mammon says I fell asleep. 

How could I help it ? I had nought to do 

To keep me waking. For when people lose 

Their love of lucre they are apt to lose 

Their love of quarrelling. I am but 

Mammon's poor journeyman. When his trade goes 

My work goes with it. For there never yet 

Was fighting in this world but Mammon laid 

The fire, lit it — or both : and Discord came 

But as the bellows-blower to the flames. 

I may have put my voice in, but 'twas his 

That said the first word — and the last : 'Tis he 

Mixes the cauldron that I only stir. 
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Satan. 

Yes, yes. 'Tis Mammon that has thrown the bone, 
Ton have bnt loosed the bull-dogs. Ah, 
Mammon's the primest spirit of you all. 



Spibit of Discobd. 

I loose the bull-dogs now. But they wont fight. 

They only sit on their fat rumps and doze ; 

Or grin with canine imbecility, 

Like those fat-headed blinking poodle-noodles 

Which, touched by fellow-feeling, feminine noodles 

Of higher species used to lug about. 

Or air in carriages — the Christian souls 

Who fed their pups to th'eyes and starved their poor. 

My war-dogs are quite dumb. They cannot bark. 

They're mute as were those other silly dogs 

Whose mouths we shut long since. I cannot set 

E'en two old women by the ears, much less 

Two statesmen ; although two or three of them 

Are nothing better than old women. But 

They're so damned pleasant — ^it's quite tantalizing 1 

As for the Kings — ^they've actually forgot 

To covet one another's kingdoms — think 

'Tis quite as great a crime to steal a crown 

As 'tis in meaner men to steal a crust ; 

And just as bad to invade a land as 'tis 
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To faremk into a house ; and equally 

As wicked to seize <hi another kuid 

Or any part thereof, as to remove 

A neighbour's landmark, strip his aj^e trees 

Or take his ox or ass. Whoever heard 

Of petty thefts and princely being the same f 

Or national and individual morals 

Identical ? Quite a new-£Euigled creed ! 

Bat so it is. The good old times are gone, 

When national burglars were accounted patriots, 

And national murderers — ^heroes. Kings weore then 

Measured as great or little by the extent 

And number of their royal robberies ; 

Of their own subjects — dazzled simpletons ! — 

And other monarchs' subjects. Whereas now 

They give as royally as ignoble men 

Have always done, whose sole nobility 

Was that contemptible thing — a noble heart ; 

Which any man might have though beggar-bom. 

And as for robbing one another — ^kids 

Sporting with kids are not more innocent ; 

Nor more uninteresting. On their shields 

And banners they still bear the lion, eagle, 

And other brave devices. But I think 

I saw the ass's snout developing 

Above the lion's jaw, the eagle's crest 

Elongating into the gander's neck. 

Oh, its becoming a poor, silly, world I 
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Satan. 

Tmly it is. Indeed it must have reached 
Its dotage quite to want to throw you off, 
Who furnished Life with all its piquancy. 

Sfibit of Disgoed. 

Poor, drivelling thing f A psalm is quite enough 
To make it merry now. Whereas in'ts prime 
A continent in conflagration failed 
To satisfy its passion for excitement. 

Satan. 

Well, such a world I could not Uve in. No. 

'Twere duller than a desert. Only think 

Of " walking up and down " betwixt long rows 

Of smiling gents and simpering gentlewomen, 

And not a single breach or of good faith, 

Good breeding, or good friendship. Why 'twould make 

The most good-natured devil roar and rage ! 

I never could abide a harmony 

It sets me howling like a dog f Oh, see f 

Hither fly other of your fellow spirits 

Driven from the city I Out they come pell-mell ! 

There's old Hypocrisy — the crooked-back knave ! 

I know him by his sinuous, shuffling gait ; 

And that thin artificial smile he wears. 

Like watery sunbeam on a man of snow. 
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Or on a aaintiy fiice o'er church door carved. 
. And Slander — festal spirit ! Masked wiiiL long 
Ftmereal countenance. That moral sexton 
IMgging vile graves for characters good and great. 
Shaking his head, in mock solemnity. 
With the bereaved ; and singing ribald songs 
While shovelling in the dirt, behind their backs. 
And there is Envy with nipped, narrow fiice 
Lean as a wolf in winter, idiom not aD 

The bnlls of Bashan wonid make fikt, because 

Consnmxng ever o'er the raging fire 

Of his contentless heart. Bnt while I ^eak 

Lo, they are here ! 

Enter Snans cf Htpocust Slahbks and £irvT. 

Aix. 

Hail to our sovran krd t 

Saxak. 
What my old friends ! Yon fled the dty too ? 

Spoor OF Sl«AKDEB. 

My lord I I conld not bide there any longer. 
They called me all the ill names under heaven — 
^asp — spider — ^toad — asp — adder — ^viper. 
And many others equally oflfensive. 
And equally untrue. And note my fece ! 
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An old maid scratched my cheeks like any cat 

Because I whispered suddenly in her ear — 

(What was most strictly true ! Else had I said it ?) 

As a young lady passed with gleaming teeth, 

*' She has just cut them — ^at the dentist's I " Then 

I danced off — danced with pain I must admit — 

To a snug parlour where a company 

Of HCunMr sex were met for pious tea, 

And as I thought (for it had been their wont). 

For pious tattle too. I sat me down 

And made me comfortable — (*Twas my wont) — 

Heard the grace simpered in the orthodox way, 

Then smiled all round with sisterly — contempt ; 

And smoothed my skirts with sleek propriety, 

Expecting the key-note — ^which no one gave. 

So I struck up. *Twas in the lowest voice, 

I may say in the lowliest, for I was 

Noted *bove all things for humility, 

'* Miss So and So has got a babe I hear — 

I mean adopted one ! " This with a shrug, 

And an arch-look, succeeded by a sigh. 

But oh the scowls I met ! You would have thought 

Women had never shrugged or sighed away 

A sister's character I Nor ever prayed 

A good name out of grace ! Oh dear, these airs 

Of bran-new virtue ! I may well say airs I 

For, like nobilities of yesterday. 

Its unaccustomed light is flashed, self-flashed. 

In its own face so often, (not to speak 

Of other people's faces), that it grows 
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Blind to its native dulness, and forgets 

What manner of man — ^woman I mean — ^it was ! 

Then flew I to an ugly girl I knew — 

She was as ugly as most good girls are — 

** Tour pretty neighbour often sheds her bloom : 

It is skin deep I s^pose / " " Well " she replied, 

Not comprehending me at first ; "Well, yes. 

It is skin deep, and that's aU mortal eyes 

Bequire in beauty." " True " said I " but hers, 

(At least I tell you what I've heard men say 

Women I mean, I've heard the women say,) 

Grows in a little box. And every day 

Buns through the seasons. In the morning, fresh ; 

At noon a little withered ; fades towards eve, — 

Save sometimes when it^has a second summer 

About the time of lamp-light ; but at night 

Dies on the pillow and lies faded there — 

Patch of pale red on snow." Now I thought that 

Most prettily put — in fact poetical ; 

And quite deserving of a compliment 

For its good taste and literary skiU 

E'en though the sentiment might be disapproved. 

But no such fortune ! No. " Vulture ! " she cried 

What followed that I know not, for I fled. 

I never could endure to hear myself 

Galled an iU-name, or spoken evil of. 

For am not I the deHcatest fiend. 

And the most sensitive of all your slaves ? 

Besides to be called " Vulture ! " to one's face ! 

Disgusting ! Vulgar in the extreme ! You know 
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I never do my work in that rude way. 

Look in a man's face and shriek '' Vulture ! " No ! 

I should think not. I'm far too delicate 

And too genteel ! Besides it might provoke 

Breach of the peace. And that is not my way. 

He would not shew his gentlemanly heels 

As I did when I fled from that young woman. 

But, as I said, I am a delicate fiend, 

Doing my work with exquisite good taste, 

And disappearing at the slightest hint 

Of opposition or discovery. 

For if 'tis vulgar to stand up in fight, 

'Tis gross and slovenly to be found out. 

And I'm no slovenly workman you'll admit 

I am as skilful as considerate. 

I do not beard men Uke that young she-male ; 

I spare their feelings even to the extent 

Of doing everything behind their back. 

While smiling most benignly in their face. 

None save a very skilful, dexterous spirit, 

And a most perfect master of the art 

Gould double so his personality 

As to be friend and enemy at once — 

Soothe with one hand while stabbing with the other — 

Stabbing the character I mean of course ; 

I'm far too sensitive — sensible I mean — 

To stab in any other way. In truth 

My work is quite a fine Art. For to do 

A dirty deed with delicate hand, to kill 

Good names with the respect due to one's own, 
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And even win the while a character 

For goodness, sympathy, benevolence, 

Requires an indirect directness which 

An eye well practised, and touch most refined 

Alone can master. But I fear my lord 

My day is out. My work is over and done. 

A fine Art *twas. But *tis a lost Art now. 

for those happy times when, as Books say 
Of many a dry and withered human stick, 

1 " lived and flourished." For no stick was I, 
But a most goodly tree of Knowledge ; that 
Most tempting of all knowledges ; the good 
And evil — nay, the evil not the good — 

In other people. Fair was I and green — 

With the feigned greenness of the green-eyed souls 

Who plucked my fruit and hoped they ate the truth, 

So pleasant 'twas to sight and sweet on tongue ; 

As lies — concerning others — always are ; 

Or were in those wise days, when men and women 

Sought to know others, not to know themselves. 

And deemed their critical acumen vast 

If they could find a hole, however small ; 

Wondrous in perspicacity and power 

If they could find a hole where no hole was ; 

And quite miraculous — beyond all praise — 

If they could pick a hole, and find one after. 
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Spibit of Hypocbist. 

That thon hast heard of Slander's downfall makes 

Mine a foregone conclusion. Am not I 

His dear twin-brother and his fellow workman ? 

Conld he have wrought at all without my aid ? 

I lent him that deceitful deadly smile, 

I taught him all his subtlety and grace ; 

I gave his tiger claws the velvet paw ; 

I made him sleek, and smooth, and beautiful ; 

I shewed him how to couch, and when to spring ; 

I added to his fang the basihsk eye. 

The spiral flame of emerald and gold : 

And without me his vulture heart had been 

So visible, so gross, so hideous. 

That neither man nor woman had endured 

His dread alliance, but had fled from him 

As from a flery serpent. But with me 

To lead the way, and whisper in his ear 

At every need, the well-oiled flattery, 

The telling compliment, the touching tale ; 

And all the tricks and turns — sparry and thrust 

Of social duel, conversational fence ; 

With the soft;, unctuous, soothing speech that healed 

The accidental wound which now and then 

He would inflict upon some person present 

Whom, by some strange mistake he fancied absent ; 

Not knowing him, or not observing him ; 

So spitting in that very person's face 
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Whom he was bitmg {he thought) in the back, — 

He was the dearest, most couyivial friend, 

And welcome guest in every home and heart ; 

Without whose smile the rare dish had no flavour. 

The wine no sparkle, the fireside no cheer. 

The jest no wit, the feast no merriment — 

Throned at the banquet, domiciled on the hearth. 

Pillowed upon each bosom round the board. 

Petted, stroked, hugged, kissed, clasped, and worshipped. 

Claws, teeth, sting, coils and all. But *tis all past. 

There's no more work for old Hypocrisy. 

Men actually are content to be the thing 

They seem. Even diplomatists, those old 

Political jugglers have relinquished aU 

Their sleight of hand, and " cunning craftiness ; " 

Distinguishing no more the difference 

*Twixt an official and a personal lie : 

But dealing in plain truth, like common men 

In common matters ; as if honesty 

'Twixt nations were the same — ^as right, and good. 

And wise, and possible — as honesty 

*Twixt man and man. Ridiculous indeed ! 

The Temple is no more a theatre 

Where priests act sacred parts to attract the crowd. 

And wake the silent plaudits in its eyes 

With a fine flash of heaven-enkindled lightning ; 

Or, peradventure, flash of mere blue fire — 



(Quite the same thing to ordinary crowds) ; 
Or preach to exhibit but the graceful wave 
Of a white hand — no fire at all — ^nor real 



A LYRICAL DRAMA, 131 

Nor counterfeited — God's, nor man's, nor devil's, 

But a poor passionless and dreary hum 

Of words that bum not, shine not, glitter not — 

Not even with the ghtter of the ice — 

But only serve to shew some good white teeth. 

That nature gave to bite their bread withal. 

But not to munch — sad fools ! the Hving Bread 

Into a hopeless, lifeless, senseless mass 

That sickens men to look on. Ah what men 

Were sickened by these puling manikins. 

And driven some to doubt, some to deny. 

Some even to blaspheme both God and Christ. 

Unable to endure their dismal drone. 

Their parrot knowledge, and their puppy airs. 

Their nutshell hearts, their universe-damning curse, 

Their bigot insolence, and aU the pranks 

Whereby they libelled and obscured the Light 

That lighteth every man, except when man 

EcHpses with the dull opacity 

Of his assumed and most presumptuous claim 

Of priestly intervention, the Divine 

And Universal Sun ; they fled from Light 

Into the dimness of the natural, some. 

Into the darkness of the infernal, more. 

So, counting from the Pharisees of old 

To the last phase and form of priestly pride. 

Intolerance, ignorance and spurious zeal ; 

Presumption, and pretence, and mockery ; 

I think my lord, without an undue boast, 

I may assert that I have driven from Heaven 
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More men and mightier, and sent them bound 

In chains of strong recoil, unto thy feet, 

Than any other of thy ministers 

Or here, or anywhere, in the bright world 

That we have darkened with our darkness, spoiled 

And ravaged with our hate. But *tis all past. 

Nor less the social, than religious forms, 

Of my beguiling art have vanished. Men 

No longer speak, look, act, or think a lie. 

Their hearts have grown like suns so clear, so bright, 

They make the face transparent. I could not 

» 

Look steadfastly upon it as the gross 

And carnal Israelites could not abide 

The spiritual face of Moses, when he came 

From the high grounds of contact with the Truth, 

And brought the splendour with him ; lingering 

Like Heaven's own sunset on the earthly mount 

Of his heaven-lifted nature — or perhaps 

I ought to say Heaven's sunm^ through the rifts 

Of the flesh-cloud seen burning on his brow 

A moment — ^then, self-hid with pitying veil. 

To bum and brighten on, obscured and lost 

From human vision, to the perfect Day. 

Like a clear dial, luminous from within. 

Each countenance is an index accurate 

Of all the hidden springs, and secret wheels. 

And the invisible motions and intents 

Of the complex machinery of man ; 

That men may judge by the appearance now. 

And yet judge righteous judgment. Truth has given 
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Her worshippers to approximate in this 

To the great power of Him who is the Truth, 

And knows His image without possible 

Mistake or misinterpretation. For 

Whereas He looks with His unfailing eyes 

Not on the outward but the inward man, 

They look upon the outward man, transformed 

Into the very image of the true, 

And it deceives them never. So attuned 

To Truth's pure Harmony have souls become, 

That the mere bodily instrument partakes 

The instinct of the spirit melody, 

And gives a certain sound ; each Hving stop 

Responding to the spiritual touch. 

Like angel's lyre to angel's finger 

Satan. 

Oh 
Cease f Cease thy prate ! I almost had exclaimed 
" Is Saul among the prophets ? " For thy voice 
Though old Hypocrisy's is strangely tuned 
With something that torments me with its sound. 
Like a sad reminiscence of the past ; 
Or tone of self-reproach, or under-cry 
Of longing for the thing thou wast — ^the real 
Which thou hast counterfeited — the lost Truth ! 
Fix not on me those sad reproachful eyes ! 
Each fiend must bear his burden for himself. 
What is to me thy melancholy ? Fool I 
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See thou to that ! Or if thy motley garb 

Ofifend thee — ^pluck it off and cast it from thee ! 

If so thou canst ! I care not. Heaven's white robe 

Is not for me I know. Beg it thyself 

Thou hnndred-centuried thing of shams and shows, 

And see if thou wilt get it ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

But quit my face. Nor harp no more to me 

That wailing string so strangely resonant 

With tones of admiration for the good 

Thou gavest up to be its specious show, 

And lying likeness. Hence ! Avaunt ! Begone ! 

I'll hear no more. Nor thou, nor any fiend 

Torment me farther. Tale on tale of woe ! 

Each wofuller than other, and the last 

The worst. miserable comforters I 

As for myself I seek a desert place 

Where man exists not ; where fiend shall not come 

Piping man's triumph to me ; where alone 

The sands and rocks of desolation be, 

And God's great Living Presence therefore seems 

To burn with less intenseness on these eyes. 

That cannot 'bide the fair and beautiful. 

Satan vanishes away. The others take their departure slowly 

and solemnly. 
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Scene IV. — The Gbeat Desert. Satan [al<m€\. 

Satan. 

Welcome ye vast, inhospitable wastes ! 

Ye tracts of barren sand where tree nor shrub, 

Nor flower appears to break the wide expanse 

Of lonely wilderness ! Welcome ye seas 

Of billowing dust swept by the fierce simoom 

Where Beauty is not, Melody, nor voice 

Of Joy ; but silent Desolation builds 

Her bald and arid Throne, and laughs to scorn 

Earth's citied pomp and floral pride that roll 

Their Hving seas around its base in vain ! 

Man dwells not here — ^proud master of the world ; 

And if he comes it is with fear and haste, 

A wanderer and a fugitive ; and leaves 

Full oft his bones behind him to appease 

The Power whose dread domains and sovereign Gloom 

His restless and encroaching feet have dared 

To enter and defy. Here swells no song 

Of bird famihar to his night or noon ; 

Nor lark that nestles in his meads, and sings 

Soaring above his homesteads ; nor the thrush 

That warbles in the coppice and the wood 

To cheer his summer ramblings ; nor the bird — 

Bird-angel he might call it who keeps watch 



138 SATAN BOUND: 



Over his summer nights^ and charms his sleep ; 
Nor she — meek pensioner with bosom warm 
Upon the snow, singing for charity 
Beneath his window, or without his door 
When winter winds are blowing — ^none are here 
Of beast or bird, or anything that lives 
His hated presence to recall ; or if 
Any there be *tis only such as are 
His immemorial enemies, and feed 
My passion of revenge and deadly hate — 
The lion roaring for its evening meal ; 
The vulture wheeling round his caravans, 
And clawing out his carcase from the sands. 

Solitude ! Wilderness ! Gloom 
Where Beauty is not Harmony nor Bliss 

1 hail thee as a refuge for these eyes 
That aught but desolation, silence, death 
And desert bums like fire ! But lo ! Behold ! 
What is't I see ? Is it a phantasy ? 

A vision ? A mirage ? A bright illusion 

Sent down from heaven to blast my eyes with bliss ; 

And deafen me with instant harmony ? 

God ! Dost thou bow me in a trance mine eyes 

Being open ? Dost thou mock me with thy visions 

As thou didst him who saw and fain had cursed 

The glory that he envied, but not loved ; and felt 

His mouth more bridled than the tongue-loosed ass 

That he loved more than all Thy kingdom's pomp, 

And yet alone had cursed. For while I gaze 

The desert changes to a gladsome scene ! 
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The bleaching sands are all incarnadined ; 

They blossom as the rose. They swell and sink 

In hills and valleys where young grasses spring ; 

And trees shake out their tresses on the air ; 

And streams leap laughing in the sun that joys 

To see his flEice reflected where ne'er yet 

He saw its golden smile ; and glass the skies 

Transformed from burning blaze to restful blue : 

And birds awake in every grove and glade, 

Linnet and thrush, cuckoo and nightingale ; 

And the lark smites the happy air, and soars. 

And shakes the triumph from his jubilant wings ; 

And deep in pasture the glad cattle wade ; 

And the horse prances in his pride, and neighs 

His gladness — ^like an echo of his lord's — 

Through the rejoicing wilderness ; that now 

Is wilderness no longer — clad and crowned 

Like cedared Lebanon and Sharon sweet. 

And lo f A wonder more mysterious for ! 

Through the deep heart of what was erst a waste, 

Where no man dwelt, a broad highway is cloven, 

As with the chariot of th* Invisible God, 

Down which with bridal pomp and hohday mirth. 

The city pours its thousands — singing men 

And singing women — joy upon their heads. 

And music in their hearts ; the lame man leaps 

The dumb man sings ; infirmities no more 

Palsy the limbs, or paralyze the tongue. 

And kill the heart's young gladness. Each one bears 

A spade, a trowel, or a measiuing line. 
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And, quick as thought, before their new-gained strength 

The willing desert opens wide her breast 

In mine and quarry, whence the glittering ore. 

And sparkling marble, and effulgent gems — 

Carbuncle, sapphire, topaz, emerald. 

And sun-saluting diamond — things of price 

For use, and comfort, and embeUishment — 

Issue in vast spontaneous streams, to change 

The desert to a city and a home — 

A home — marvellous I where beasts of prey, 

And deadly reptiles, and voracious birds 

Are domiciled with man in peace and love — 

Servants, companions, comforts, playmates, friends ; 

The vulture perches on his terraces ; 

The Hon wears his yoke and ploughs his fields ; 

The bridled leopards prance, and paw the ground. 

And grace with their swift strength his chariot wheels ; 

The wolf his footstep follows like a dog ! 

And — strangest, saddest sight of all to me — 

The enmity betwixt his seed and mine 

Has so completely vanished from the world. 

The children bind the serpent's deadly coils 

Around their fearless necks, their heads, their arms. 

And make the world-old terror of their race 

Their ornament, their plaything, their delight — 

Necklace, bracelet, and wreath of emerald — 

Their curse at last transformed into their crown ! 

hideous Vision ! City of God and Man f 

Where shall I fly from thine accursed sight ? 

There is no wilderness for me — ^no place 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 139 

To hide me from the persecuting gaze 

Of him I fiaiii would flee from. All the world 

Is man's ; and man is God's ; and I am left 

Without a habitation, place of rest, 

Or place of refuge in the universe ! 

Enter Death. 

Ah, welcome Death I Thrice welcome ! Thou at least 

Art a companion to me in a world 

That presses on me, haunts me, follows me 

And taunts me with its aU-prevailing Hfe. 

Come, let me kiss thy Hps of fleshless bone 

And hang on them as bridegroom doth on bride's, 

My only comfort, hideous, beauteous Death ! 

Hideous to all the world, but fair to me 

To whom all beauty is deformity. 

And but corruption sweet ! 

Death. 

Com'st thou to me 
For comfort ? I have need to come to thee. 
For this I came. I scented thee from far. 
And sought thee out. And glad am I to And thee. 
Though much I marvelled when I found thy course 
Was luring me into the wilderness — 
Thou who hast ever moved 'midst press of men 
Where men were thickest, most ! 
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Satan. 

{Aside.) That strain again I 
(To him.) 
Speak not to me of men ! Tell me of stones, 
Books, sands, wastes, deserts, wildernesses, 
If thon know'st any — any thing but men ! 

Death. 

Alas ! what know I else that should please thee f 
Canst th(m take pleasure in dead dogs ? Was it 
To kill a hedgehog or a rat thou brought'st 
The curse upon the world ? How should I hope 
To please thee — came I talking of aught else 
But man, to slaughter whom thou wrought'st the ill. 
Knowing moreover, that in slaughtering him. 
Its crown and head, thou would'st in one fell swoop 
Slaughter and batten on the universe. 

Satan. 

*Twas so. But knowest not that joy is past ? 
The banquet's done ! The feast of devils o'er ! 

Death. 
And feast of Death ! 

Satan. 

What ? Thou an outcast too 
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Death. 

'Tis even so. And therefore sought I thee 
To comfort me in my extremity. 
Master, alas ! what shall we do ? For hst I 
A fair, bright angel with a wondrous seal 
Came down from heaven, and all the people signed 
Each on his forehead, saying " Live for ever ! " 
Beneath his hand, ere yet his voice had ceased, 
They all grew foiir, and young, and beautiful, 
Like seraphs fresh from the immortal day. 
And while I wondered, trembling at the sight, 
He spake skgain. *' The hour draws nigh, is now. 
When all within their graves shall hear the voice 
Of Christ the Son of God and shall come forth." 
Then knew I that my kingdom was dissolved. 
My storehouses must all be broken up ; 
Caves which the dust of centuries has sealed. 
And the dark earth, nay even th' unsearchable sea 
Give up my treasures ; and, in one brief word. 
There shall be no more Death. 



Satan. 

At least thou art 
Li no worse plight than I. For Hsten son ! 
There shall be no more Devil I 



142 SATAN BOUND : 



Death. 

What, my lord ! 
No Devil ? Oh, what a strange nniyerse I 
How will it find amusement — ^yon dropped out ? 

Satan. 

I know not ; care not ! most wretched me I 
Abandoned, desolate, lamentable me ! 

Death. 

No wonder I*m not wanted any more. 

For when the father is put out of office 

What marvel if his son and heir should follow ? 

Satan. 

Ah, my poor Death I*m truly grieved for you ! 
You never have had aught but bones and dust 
For your inheritance. 

Death. 

No, the world is fall 
Of spirits mocking me ! Ever have they mocked 
As I have gathered up their perished bones. 
And raked their dust together. Thankless toil ! 
And now I must e'en lose the ashes. Oh 
A kennelled dog is better off than 1 1 
I've long been nothing but a skeleton ; 
Now I shall starve into a shadow. 
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The Angel of the Earth suddenly appears, 

Anoel of the Earth. 

No, 
Then shaU not ! Thou shalt e'en wax fiat. 

Both, 

My lord I 
Yon frightened us ! 

Angel. 

I tell thee Death ! thou shalt 
Wax &t. 

Death. 
How ? how ? 

Angel. 
How ? Dost thou ask me how ? 

Death. 
Yes how ? 

Angel. 
Thus I Thou shalt eat thy father ! 
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Death. 

What! Eat the Devil? Him who did beget me ? 

monstrous ! This can never be the will 
Of the Creator. *Tis unnatural. 

Angel. 

And art thou natural ? Is he natural ? 
Does either appertain to Nature's plan ? 
Or did he force himself in, and drag you 
Behind him, interrupting all Ood's order ? 
Unnatural things like you cannot complain 
If He consigns you to unnatural ends. 
*Tis only working out your own disorder — 
The law of dire Un-nature you have made. 

Satan. 

This is a mystery I cannot fathom. 

1 only feel 'tis a prophetic depth 

Of doom past searching and past finding out. 

Angel. 

It is the Second Death — the only death 
The universe contains. All other is 
Transition, transformation, change. But this — 
This is the soul's death — ^fixed, eternal Doom. 

\The Angel vanishes. 
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Satan. 

Death ! How I hate thee t Firstbom thongh thoa art 
I hate thee ! Nor I cannot tell thee Death 
How monstrous, ugly, hideous thou'rt become ! 
Hence, from my sight, thou damned detested dog ! 

Death. 

I will not. I will never quit thy sight ! 

Nor shalt thou flee from me ! I scented thee 

A&r off in the wilderness for this — 

Doubtless for this ! 'Twas a prelusive odour 

Of the great feast at hand — ^prophetic pang 

Of the great appetite waking in me. Lo, 

I feel me seized with hunger infinite ! 

Which thou alone can'st gorge. Men ! What are men ? 

How is it I have been so long content 

To feed on bones and blood ? 'Tis spirit I want ! 

I must have spirit ! Thee ! The greatest spirit ! 

Nought less will glut my monstrous appetite. 

what a banquet shall I have for ever ! 

Thee and thy twice-damned hosts to cram my maw. 

Nay, fly not I For thou can'st not *scape from me. 

For I am changed to spirit now like thee 

And shall be in thee a devouring worm, 

A quenchless fire for ever and for ever. 

Death enters into Satan. 
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Saxav. 

There is no Death. Ah no. For I am Death ! 

Death and the DevQ are hence&rfh the eame. 

One spirit indirisible of pain. 

Of woe, of torment miendoraUe. 

I cannot flee the agony I am. 

Tis part of me. *TiB all of me. I, I 

Am Misery — its seat, its emj^re, home, 

Existence, self for ever ; Death that hath 

No victim bat itself — ^Death that survives. 

And lives for ever feeding on itself — 

A deathless spirit living bat to die. 

And dying bat to Uve, and still die on 

In Uving pain and deathless misery. 

{A cloud appears an the horizon,) 

Bat lo ! Upon the horizon springs a cload ! 
It spreads ; and sweeps along its sable skirts 
Enwombed with fire, vehement, terrible ; 
It reddens, darkens all the trembling air 
To left, to right, above, and blots the Sun 
As with a bloody clout. 'Tis the simoom I 
Ah desert-Eden I Wilderness-Paradise I 
Behold thy fiate ! Thy beauty and thy bloom 
Shall perish in its scorching withering breath, 
And the sand waves, from outer wastes swept in, 
Boiling along shall wind thee in their shroud 
Blot out thy gardens, choke thy palaces. 
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And hide thee in their nameless sepulchre 

Where none shall see thee, know thee, trace thee more I 

But no ! What mystery is this ? God 

Hast thou more yet to baffle me withal ? 

Wilt thou confound me further ? On mine eyes 

Wilt flash thy blinding lightnings more and more, 

To prove to me the Foohshness I am. 

Yet will not other be ? I hear the Blast ! 

'Tis swirling round me strong and terrible ; 

Yet not a tree-top bows, a blade is stirred ; 

All is serene and peaceful as a glade 

In Paradise, ere tempest had arisen 

To break the clouds of roses, and shake down 

The tabernacles of the purple vines. 

That were its bowers by night, its tents by day. 

Its shrines for worship always. Ah ! alas I 

It beats on me ! Alone on me I It is 

No earthly wind. It is the windless Blast 

Of the great Wrath of God. It whirls me up ! 

It carries me along I know not whither I 

Whither ? whither ? Into what abyss 

Unknown, unfathomed of the searchless Deep 

Of His great Judgments wilt thou carry me ? 

Alas ! Alas I I am undone ! Undone ! 

Heaven ! Earth I Hope I Liberty ! Farewell ! Farewell ! 

[Satan vanishes, carried away by the Blast of God. 



1.2 
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ScBRS V. — ^Thb Bbgions of thb XJffeb Anu An wn 
eompamf of Angels is seen rising tier upon tier ci 
dreUf tiU they reach the heavens^ where a vision c 
appears on a throne of glorg. Beneath are seen the i 
and adjacent scenery of the Oity of JenuaUm. 

Chant of thb Ahgels. 

Son of Grod ! Immortal Christ ! 

Here, where Thon wast sacrificed, 
Pouredst out Thy blood unpriced. 

And no more to Evil diest ; 

Take Thy power and reign ! 

By Thy new made Star, whose rise 
To the world's Light led the Wise ; 

Which adomeih still the skies — 
Gem of Heaven in angels' eyes ; 

Take Thy power and reign ! 

By the roof where Thou didst see 
Those Hght-seekers come to Thee, 

Morning Stars that sang as we 
Of Thy great Epiphany ; 

Take Thy power and reign ! 
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By the dull despised clod 

Which Thy holy ChHd-feet trod ; 
Mountain-petalled-Rose-ci^fvmed sod — 

Galilee's Bose that hloomed with God ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

By the Desert where alone 

Thou didst wrestle for the Throne 
Of the world that was Thine own, 

And the Tempter bowed overthrown ; 
Take Thy power and reign I 

By the Temple where, upcaught 

With the swiftness of a thought. 
Through its Oracle he sought 

Thee to snare — ^prevailing nought ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

By the Mountain where he massed 

All the world in splendour vast ; 
And behind Thy back was cast 

While the splendour waned and passed ; 
Take Thy power and reign I 

By Gethsemane's midnight shade. 

Where the Sinless Sin was made ; 
And Thy spirit wept and prayed 

At the bitter cup dismayed — 
At Thy soul-death pain : 
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By that hour, which, ere 'twas done 
Broke like night before the snn, 

When, the Cross Thou would'st not shun 
Clasped, smote down the Evil One ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

By the hour when Satan came 
Flaunting a disciple's name 

With the kiss of valiant shame ; 
And reeled backward at Thy Name ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

By Thy death upon the Bood, 

When the sun in sackcloth stood, 
And the moon was turned to blood — 

Image of the Face of Ood 

Which Thou sought'st in vain : 
By the Light that round Thee shone 

From the Face upon the Throne, 
Smiting all the Darkness prone. 

Whence its Soul had, bat-like, flown ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

By the Grave where Thou didst sleep 
Where no bands thy Mesh could keep ; 

But the lord of Death didst sweep 
Shattering through the frighted Deep, 
While Death fled amain : 
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By the Might that rent the Tomh 
Smiting down each Boman plume, 

And the Dead awoke to bloom 
From their thousand-wintered gloom ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

By Thy strength that none could bar, 

Without horse of fire or car 
Mounting up from star to star 

To the Heavens that highest are — 
Heights we cannot gain : 
By Thy centuries of command 

At the Father*s dread right Hand, 
Where Thy feet alone may stand, 

'Bove our thoughts sublimest grand ; 
Take Thy power and reign ! 

fiery Blast is heard approachmg and syddevdy sweeps Satan 
£ midst of the. angelic assembly. Beholding the vision of 
' upon His Throne he falls prostrate, 

Satan. 
Gahlsean, thou hast conquered I 

I at a sign from the Son of Man the Judgment Angel on 
ght hand comes forward, takes a huge chain that lies at 
's feet, and receives a large key from GmasT*s hand, and 
ing swiftly lays hold upon the prostrate fiend and hmds him. 
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The Voice from the Thbome. 

Depart thon Cursed to Eyerlasting Fire 
Prepared for thee and for thine angels fedl'n. 

The Angel hurU him from the heights. 

Angel. 

Thus Death and Hell— 
For ye are one — ^I oast into the fire ! 

The AnoeIs follows him with a flaming sword pointed towards him. 

Satan. (As he descends.) 

Oh ! has it come to this ? Ye elements — 

The swift-winged ministers erewhile of Death 

Upon whose fiery plumes he offcimes rode — 

The King of Terrors — charioted in flame 

Innocuous ; while Earth-built palaces 

Have trembled at your fury, and £all*n prone 

A heap of blackened dust I Ye whirlwinds fierce, 

And you ye lightnings, who on the behest 

Of Death stood waiting, and his fatal nod 

With thunderous acclamations and swift feet, 

That outstripped the sharp beat of Time's quick wing, 

Flew to obey — ^will ye not bear me up. 

And save me — Satan — once your sovereign lord ? 

Me — ^Death — ^your master ? They obey me not. 

They heed not — ^hear not this my last appeal ; 

Or hear it but to thunder out their joy, 

And flash with exultation o*er my fall — 
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Lightnings and thunders, whirlwinds, snow and hail, 

Volcano flames, and billows of the sea. 

And earthquakes in the centre of the world 

Mixing and mingHng in confasion vast 

Of jubilant discord, and wild dance of mirth. 

In mazy circles, and bewildering sounds. 

Around me as I fall ! I sink down, down, 

Still down, for ever down ! Is there no bottom 

To the Abyss ? No end to my descent ? 

But must I be for ever falling ? Ah ! 

From the unfathomed bottomless depths I hear 

A thousand echoes answering '< for ever I " 

Oh this is Death ! The mystery I knew not. 

To fedl, and fall, and fall, and know no end. 

To sink in deeper crime and deeper woe. 

With an accumulating weight of guilt. 

And an accelerating speed of ruin ; 

To fall, and fall, and fall, for evermore 1 

Xe faXU upon Mount Galvabt which is seen to open in a vast cleft 
Ire, by which he descends, and vanishes into Hell, 

'he Human Soul has, during the foregoing scene, stood at a 
rent distance under the care of its Guabdian Anoel, gazing 
emplatively on the judgment and fall of the Devil. 

Soul. 

See how he falls I Destroyer of the Earth ! 
His mighty bulk convulses aU the air ; 
And rends and tosses the black swirling clouds 
As if a whirlwind caught and scattered them ; 



< 
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While the red agony, shot from his eyes, 

Dyes them with hlood, and pictures the dread horror 

As on a vast illuminated scroll. 

Upon the volnmed hlackness. As if earth, 

Ensanguined hy his centuries of curse — 

Murder, and war, and myriad-visaged Pain — 

Had mirrored all the dreadfal history, 

As in a moment, ronnd the sinking Fiend ; 

As drowning mortals in that fearful swoon, 

Are said, in instantaneous review. 

To see their lives all pass hefore their eyes 

Ere closing them for ever. Scarlet pall ! 

Drop o'er the huge Destruction ! Wrap him round 

With thy funereal flame ! And o'er the ahyss 

In which he has sunk down — an orh on fire — 

Wave like the crimson banner of the hosts 

Of God's victorious kingdom ! I, the least 

Of all His servants feel the ecstatic glow 

Of a divine exultance o'er his fall ; 

And the deep joy of universal man 

Seems to find utterance in me as I gaze 

Upon yon fiery track, down which he plimged, 

Reeling and staggering in his agony, 

Like some huge wounded monster still pursued, 

And staining all his course with fire, like blood ; 

Until the erewhile gentle Calvary, 

The consecrated Temple of all peace 

Mercy and charity for evermore, 

Seized with dire instinct, ravenous, of revenge. 

Yawned, swallowing him like Eorah from the world— 
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Destroyer of the Earth ! Upon thy grave 

Of ever-living flame which no glad trump 

Shall ever burst with resurrection joy, 

All worlds shall, gathering, write in fadeless lines, 

"Here lies the Universal Foe whom God 

Hath blasted with His everlasting curse ! *' 

GuABDiAN Angel. 

Tes 'tis the last stage in the Fiend's descent. 

The final act in his dread history. 

Now drops the pall. Earth knows him never more. 

First falling from his place above the heavens. 

Flung out by God's right hand. Omnipotent ; 

The second time he fell from 'neath the heavens, 

Cast down by Christ's right hand victorious. 

What time He mounted through the choral air. 

And made an open show of the dark powers 

He spoiled and triumphed over in His Cross. 

I stood and saw. Beneath the Conqueror's feet 

He writhed a moment in his agony ; 

Then slipt away, and, sliding downward, shot — 

A flame of emerald — ^that expired, and trailed 

Along the sim-path like a lurid smoke. 

Or vapour lightning-spent — a lorn cloud dropped 

By marching storms, and left behind and lost 

In the sky desert ; while the angehc pomp 

Eose — ^never-ending flight and flash of wings — 

Attendant on the risen ascending God. 

But as He vanished through the crystal gates 
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He and His chariots innumerable, 

The monster prone npreared his bruised crest 

With impotent energy, and vain resolve 

Bom of despair, and in despair to die ; 

Unreasoning as the ox that kicks the goads. 

And to the yoke uneased, but adds their padn. 

Then up the heavens he shot, with frenzy seized, 

And down the zodiac with headlong haste 

Like a mad bull rushed bellowing ; where erewhile 

In golden chariot he had kingly ridd*n 

And called it in his pride presumptuous 

The king's highway ; now reft of car and steeds, 

Beggared and barefoot down the well-known way 

He plimged, say rather fell, from sign to sign 

flung with accelerating speed, and each 

That erst had seemed to his deluded sight 

To brighten at his coming, and to glow, 

Suffused with satisfiaction,*on his track. 

Now bristling fierce with flaming wrath, or gloomed 

With sullen frown, hounded and hurled him on 

Darkening and ruining down the slope of Heaven>. 

Stout Aries pushed him from his hostile front ; 

And Taurus caught him on his golden horns 

And tossed him to the Gemini, that spumed 

With shuddering arms the dark obnoxious load ; 

And Cancer clutched him in her burning claws 

And thrust him down the Lion's gaping throat, 

Who straight disgorged the nauseous morsel ; while 

The stainless Virgin, fired with deadly hate, 

Changed the bright honours of her starry head 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 15T 

To serpent-flames, and fixed a Gorgon gaze 

On him dismayed ; and deeper horror filled 

His nnrecovering sonl as Libra showed 

Himself — or what so seemed — ^his Phantasm huge 

Weighed in the balance, while the scale flew np 

And judged him light as vanity : and straight 

The Scorpion's deadly arms enwoxmd his form 

With straining grasp, and stnng him through and through; 

And loosing him as on with pain he fled 

The mighty Archer with keen shafts of light 

Pierced him in breast and back both as he came 

And as he went ; and the rough-bearded strength 

Of Capricorn, with firosty terrors armed, 

Darkened to tenfold winter in his path 

And trampled him with hoof of burning cold 

Nor did the Powers that rule the stormy floods 

One drop of water minister, to cool 

The fiery torments that each wrathful sign 

Had stormed upon him in his fall through heaven. 

" Yet," said he, downward crashing on the face 

Of the encumbered world that deep recoiled 

'Neath the terrific shock, and seemed to swerve 

With fright and horror from her path in heaven ; 

** A King no more ! Henceforth a wanderer 1 1 

But such a Wanderer that the world shall rue 

The outcast's fell descent. For wanderers have 

A terror of their own ; and littleness 

By mischief overcomes, where by its might 

Oreatness is but a cumbrous impotence. 

Not yet World I doth thy millennium come. 
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Tbe gune I pkr shiD tam thy Toy good 

To eviL, and from xbj new sUte eroke 

Biimiiig and bloodshed to the old unknown ; 

TiD men shkD say that CSizist has Isoaght a curse, 

And his rdigkm is another fonn 

Of idol-wonh^, priei^itcraft, mystery, 

Intoleranoe, siqierstilion, Tsrianee, 

And fly to me in seoning-nohle sochu 

Of that which I haye made a mockery, 

Confixmding Heaven with Hell and HeO with Heaven. 

False Proffehets come ! And Antichrists arise ! 

And Spirits lying wake ! and grievons Wolves, 

Wo(d-clad, ocHne forth to desoUte and devoor ! 

O all ye Mixtures, and ye Mockeries come ! 

Come thou Protean Error and Black Schism ! 

Come Spiritual Pride ; and Heresy — 

Forms, stifling, smothering with your swathing bands 

The simple grandeur of the naked-bom 

And manger-cradled Christ of Bethlehem ! 

And vampire Questionings, eating out the heart 

Of simple Faith and Truth-bom Reverence — 

Science their plea and honesty their mask. 

Come Liberty perverted ; and fiJse Peace ; 

Love carnalized ; and consecrated Hate ; 

Knowledge devoid of Wisdom ; and fierce Zeal 

Devoid of knowledge ; Faith that scometh works ; 

And Work that lacketh fedth ; and Martyrdom 

That hath no martyr spirit, and the Tongues 

Of men and angels loveless, and the Signs 

And Wonders of unrighteousness ! Gome Doubt 
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Denial, Controversy bom of both, 

Of both prolific, and the source of Hate, 

And burnings inward, outward ; tortures dread, 

Backs, thumbscrews, inquisitions terrible. 

Scaffolds and stakes, and murders without end. 

All for the love of truth the love of Heaven I 

mockery 1 Truth-love printed in the scars 

Of torture 1 graven by the ghastly wounds 

Of sword, and spear, and spit, hot ploughshare, axe ; 

And read by the fierce glare of mocking fiames, 

Dancing and crackling in their fiendish glee 

Over men's mutual hate — the love of God 1 

And you, ye hounds of War that have fought out 

The fights of men, on in your bloody race 

And desolate the nations in God's name ! 

all ye dogs of Hell of every kind — 

But every one a fiend, and every fiend 

A brand of burning, and of bitterness. 

Out from your kennels I Bise ! Ascend I Come forth I 

And with your mixed and all confusing cries 

Into a Babel turn the House of God ; 

And teach high Heaven that triumphs o'er my faH, 

A twice fall'n Devil is a Devil still ! " 

He said : and issuing from his mouth — that pit 

Of Bottomless Destruction — there flew forth 

A thousand tongues fire-lit — the baptism 

Of th' Unholy Ghost, to mar the joy 

Of the great Pentecostal shower of grace. 

And all the comforted and rejoicing air 

Started to hear the horrid dissonance. 
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But 'tis an ended. King nor wanderer. 

Prince nor marander, lord nor Tagabond ; 

But captive bound, in prison locked and sealed. 

He comes forth never more : and Earth and Heaven 

Bcrj<»ce together o*er his final &D, 

The foe of God, of Angels, and of Man ! 

{A great mnmd is heard as of tkmnder). 

Hark! 'Tis the thunder of the eternal bolt ! 
The grating of the everlasting door 
Upon its solemn hinge of solid night ! 
And lo ! The glorious angel, from the jnt 
Betnming, reascending with the key, 
Moonts to the Throne, and lays it at TTi« feet 
Who shuts and no man opens, and who hath 
The keys of Hell and Death ! Eternal Christ ! 
Then King of Life and Immortality ! 
The jailers of the world thon captive hast : 
Now make the earth thy Palace and thy Home, 
And fill it as Then fiUest Heaven, with Thee ; 
O Truth who art the Life— the Life of God ! 

The Voice vbom the Thbone. 

Now come from the four winds thou Breath, and blow / 

Thou Hand Livisible, Omnipotent come ! 

And with Thy fim purge throughly aQ Thy floor ! 

And be the &ce of Thy polluted earth 

Cleansed of all evil spirits, evil works. 

As of their Author ; to defile no more 
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The world which thou createdst for Thyself, 
And for all beings Hke Thee — Infinite God I 
Infinite Goodness I Infinitely Good ! 

Father glorify Thine only Son I 

A Voice fbom the Heavens. 

1 have both glorified Thee and I will 
Thee glorify again ; and evermore, 
Till Thou the Kingdom shalt dehver up 
To me, and God be All in All. 

Chobus of all Angels. 

Amen! 

Soul. 

What do I see ? The mountains seem to glow 

Like massive coals white-hot. The oceans bum — 

Vast floods of fervent heat. Heaven is on fire — 

One infinite sheet of flame — a blazing scroll 

In which the stars and planets swim hke streams 

Of molten lava. All the universe 

Is one huge conflagration. Yet it seems 

The inhabitants feel it, see it not. 

GuARDL^ Anoel. 

They do not. 
*Tis the consuming, spiritual God 
Who is in every place, and now reveals 
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His onmiivesent power 'gamst spirits e^il, 

And spiritiuJ wickedness, to purge 

His world of fiJlen angels and their works. 

Souito 

How fearfollj His thunder booms ! And see ! 
Through the dense Body of that mountain yonder 
His bolts like wedges driven, that make its caverns 
Gape like the months of HeU. And as they shnt 
Myriads of spirits seem to vanish down 
Their throats of fire ; which, opening, still gulp mores 
Myriads on myriads as the fiery Blast 
Whirls them along, a dark and turbulent mass 
Of most tempestuous confusion. 

Amoel. 

Now 
Shall all the Earth be purified like gold 
Tried in the furnace. Yet men shall not know 
What fires have compassed them about, what wrath 
Of manifested God has purged their world, 
Save by its bright, beneficent results ; 
And like the Bethel dreamer they shall say. 
Gazing upon the transformation fair, 
** God has been here and lo I we knew it not I " 

The lightnings cease. The Blast dies away and a beatUifid ca 

succeeds. 
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Song of the Guardian Angels of the Eabth. 

The sword of the Lord hath descended and lit 

On the head of the Dragon of old, who hath smit 

With the blast of his curse 

The whole universe, 

From man to the worm from the star to the sod. 

All, all but the Throne and the Palace of God. 

Then ring out your triumph all creatures that be I 

clash thy loud cymbals thou Thunder ! Thou Sea 

Belt the world with thy mirth ! 

And thou jubilant Earth 

Through all thy vast legions the ecstasy spread, 

Till it breaks in Hve fire on the ears of the dead ! 

All creatures are ransomed, all creatures are free ! 

The Tyrant is whelmed in the fire-billowed sea ; 

He sank like a stone ; 

And he sank not alone, 

All evil sank with him, all sorrow and pain ; 

They perish together, they rise not again. 

Ye feeblest and weakest of bird and of beast. 

Of reptile and insect, come all to the feast — 

The feast of the Lord 

Who all hath restored 

To the beauty and brightness and bHss of your birth- 

The glory primeval and joy of the Earth. 
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Come an in your ranks with your lord and your friend 

No longer yonr Tyrant since hu had an end ; 

Come sit at his feet 

In a brotherhood sweet. 

And girdle the world with the bond of your loTe — 

A picture below of the nnion above. 



The Eabth. 

A sweet and lovely feeling o'er me steals ; 

A sense of Hghtness cheers my granite veins ; 

And a new beanty clothes me like a garb 

Of more ethereal day. I gaze on me 

And muse ; and wonder am I spirit too ? 

I seem so like the beings circling round 

Whose garments are a finer light than flows 

From earthly sun or moon. I breathe — the air 

Is full of music, like the sounds of love 

Which heavenly beings whisper as they rove 

In the communion of diviner worlds. 

No creature on my bosom, or beneath, 

In the blind, sunless caverns of my womb, 

But feels and shews a sense of higher life. 

Of purer sympathy, of fuller joy. 

Upon the feice of ravenous beast and bird 

A human look has dawned ; while human eyes 

Have caught the rays of the Diviner Sun, 

Whose love is Light, whose light is Love. Not e'en 

The noxious reptile, or the crawling worm 
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But conscious is of a new day — a sense 

Of fuller being, and an instinct deep 

Of joy unspeakable, pervading all ; 

And a sweet, painless, universal peace 

That passeth understanding. The frail grass. 

The sensitive flowers, the timid buds, the dull 

And senseless stones, the bowed, decaying trunks 

Of half-dead trees, the bleak unfeeling rocks 

Alike are moved with inarticulate joy. 

That thrills my kindred nerves, and bids me tell 

The bliss they cannot speak. Even the moss 

And shells that slumber in unfathomed depths 

Of the blind, solitary, silent sea 

Quivering, and murmuring music sweet, respond. 

In voices heard by my quick ear alone. 

To the all-penetrating sympathy 

That leaves no depth unsounded, unillumed. 

No thing or being unsuffused with bhss — 

The bhss in which I swim as the stars swim— 

The stars and I — ^in the vast, shining deep 

Of infinite unfathomable Heaven ! 



Soul. 

How calm and radiant is all Nature now ! 
The flres that have consumed the dross have made 
The spiritual gold more golden. Hark ! hark I 
What is't I hear ? The air seems full of music, 
Above, below, around me ! as if winds, 
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And waves, and thunders, and earth's central fires, 

And Heaven's sweet, solemn whisperings mixed their noi 

Engendering a world — all melody I 

The ocean's deep-piped organ, and the skies* 

High-sounding cymhals, the winds' clarions shrill, 

And earthquake drumming on the hollow world, 

And myriad, myriad voices soft) and low 

Of breathing, Hving things innumerable. 

Come minghng, blending, like a universe 

Created all of music — ^music-bom 

And dying now, to its own swan-like song, 

Into a higher, heavenher Harmony ; 

It penetrates, suffuses all my soul ; 

I seem to melt into it, and become 

A portion of the general melody. 



The Voice from the Thbone. 
It is done ! 



Chant of all Angels in Heaven and in Earth. 

Thou didst say — Let there be Hght ! 
Cleansing every spirit's sight 
With Thy Knowledge Infinite 
Spiritual, Eternal Light I 

And it is so ! 
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Thou didst say — A new Heaven be I 
From all mist and mystery free 
Save the mystery of Thee 
Unfathomable Deity ! 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — ^Let be new Earth ! 
Like the first, a stainless birth, 
But no Discord issuing forth 
Break its new victorious mirth. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — ^Be no more sea ! 
Only depths of union be, 
Joining nations joined to Thee 
In a stormless Harmony. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — The Ground bring forth 
Blossoms of a nobler worth, 
Flowers and fruits of heavenly birth — 
A new-bom regenerate earth. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — ^New Lights arise 
Li the truth-extinguished skies ; 
Art and Science bless men's eyes 
With the light that makes them wise. 

And it is so. 
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Thou didst say — Te Mind-spheres bom ; 
Fill each large and lustrous urn ; 
And each little star in turn 
Of your meek resplendence learn. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — ^Let Genius shine 
Still for Sun with power benign ; 
Knowledge be her lesser sign ; 
And both God-like and Divine. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — ^Each living thing 
Unreluctant tribute bring — 
Servant to its Eden-king 
In a world-wide ministering. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — ^Let all things dwell 
In the peace from which they fell ; 
Enmity be hurled to hell, 
And the Dove all fierce things quell. 

And it is so. 

Thou didst say — Man be new-made 
In Our Likeness ne'er to fade ; 
Unashamed and undismayed 
By the Universe surveyed, 

And it is so. 
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Thou dost look on all things done — 
Fruit of infinite travail won ; 
And pronouncest it ** Well done ! " 
Son of man ! God the Son ! 

And it is so. 

Enter now thine ancient rest, 
The Eternal Father's breast — 
Workers one, for ever blest 
In an undivided rest. 

And it is so. 

*^*« chant closes Christ and the whole Angelic assembly reascend 
to heaven which opens and receives them out of sight. 



III. 



m. 

Scene I. — Hell. Satan chained to a huge rock. 
Chant of the Spibits in Prison. 

The hour is at hand when our souls shall stand 

On God's green earth again ; 
When our feet shall rove in the fields we love 

And our spirits forget their pain. 
For countless years our burning tears 

Have flowed for our evils past ; 
' While phantoms of Night, with dire delight, 

Have grinned from the fiery blast. 
The painftd road our feet have trode 

No soul in flesh hath seen ; 
To bum our sin from its home within 

Our spirits on fire have been. 
And more and more as the ages wore 

The fire our souls refined ; 
Till, pure and bright the Heavenly Light 

Shone from each heavenly mind. 
By tempests driven by thunders riven 

On waves of anguish whirled ; 
We saw Christ's Star from Heaven afar 

Climb up our midnight world. 
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And soon we rise to its tranquil skies 

To walk with spirits white ; 
To share with earth in her second birth 

And dwell with saints in Ught. 

Satan. 

song of human hope ! How dismally 
Its joyous accents break on my despair 1 
A curse upon thy music ! Tis my knell I 
Would I could break the links of this huge chain, 
Or rid me of it for a moment's space ! 

How would I put your puny tongues to silence 

Ye chirping sinners ! though your hell-cage soon 

Must be set open, and ye fly away. 

Ha ! Do ye beat against its midnight bars ? 

Beat on I They hold you yet. Think you ye sig] 

The Angel coming with the golden key 

T' unlock your prison-house ? Stretch ye your wi 

With glad anticipation ? Stretch them on I 

He comes not yet ! Not yet my pretty birds ! 

How glad ye are to see the Fowler snared ! 

1 see it in your eyes that blink at me 
With sleepy satisfaction. Ye are tired 

Of this dull place, and my great company. 
No doubt of it. I've worn your Uttle strength, 
Frail fluttering insects on a devil's hook ! 
Scarce worth the pains I took to compass ye. 
Ha I Could I reach you with these fiery fangs 
Ye feeble mockers of my misery ! 
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One of the Spirits. 

We mock thee not. thou great fallen spirit ! 
Though thou hast wronged us so we pity thee I 

Satan. 

Keep thou thy pity for thyself! I ask 

It not. I want it not. I cast it back 

Joined to my infinite hate ! Ye dunghill- worms 

Whom I have made to wriggle in the fire ; 

Whom I have roasted for the feasts of devils ; 

Whom I have crushed between my gnashing teeth, 

Think ye I would receive your pity ? — I ! 

The Archangel ! Lucifer ! The Morning Star ! 

Whose stature, though ye grow for centuries 

Ye will not reach, nor even guess the height 

Of its magnificence and majesty ! 

Go weep your pity on some beggared prince 

Of your own order ! I am of the angels ! 

Spirit. 

There is a gulf of distance infinite 
Between an angel and an angel fall'n. 

Satan. 

What knowest thou of angels ? Exercise 
Thy wit on thine own species. Not on us 
Thou art a man — a creature of the dust — 
Eemember that. 
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I am a Imiig aoal 
Breathed from the Being of God. Thoa art no more 
TboQ^ thoo wast elder in creation — higher 
In knovledge and degree. What art ihoa now ? 



The Derfl ! And thy Master — spite this chain ! 
Ah, eoold I bat come near thee ! Insolent homid ! 



Nay, not our Master. Enemy if thou wilt 
But Master never more. Thanks to the Power 
By whom we live and hope to live in Bliss, 
I dare to look into thine awfdl £Eu;e, 
That glares at me with hate mispeakable, 
And tell thee monster, even in thy den. 
We are no more thy slaves, but freemen all 
With Heaven^s sign-manual written on our brows. 

Satan. 

Avert thy &ce ! (aside). Those blazing characters 
Blind me as with God's lightnings. for a bolt 
Of the infernal thunder to blast out 
That glittering Name which, like a coronet 
Of glory, shines upon each brow, and grows, 
Like a moon's crescent, fuller and more clear, 
Amidst the blackness of hell's deepening night ; 
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Eounding and filling up its golden shade 

Into the crown of glory. Impotent wish ! 

It is the indestructible Name — that crown 

Of Glory incorruptible. woe ! 

I cannot 'scape that hated wobd even here. 

Deep in the bed of hell it glares on me ; 

And from the myriad foreheads of my slaves 

It blazes round me in a myriad flames — 

God ! everywhere ! for ever God ! God I God ! 

I'he human spirits have retired meanwhile to a distance, 

desolate scene ! dreadful soUtude ! 

durance everlasting I Horrible 

Inaction ! How shaU I sustain the load 

Of the accumulating ages that, like snow 

Upon the silent and untrodden hills, 

Fall with monotonous stillness, piling up 

Their icy weight of weariness and woe 

Upon my spirit bound in the deep frost 

Of an eternal winter of despair ? 

On, on, they come, the slow and changeless years. 

Crawling around me with their soundless feet ; 

Closing about me their encumbering wings ; 

Stifling my spirit with their stagnant breath ; 

Weaving around a loopless, seamless web 

Of rayless darkness ; hopeless endless night ; 

And crushing me with their augmenting load 

Of uncompanioned misery that knows 

No pause, no respite, no rehef, no change. 

No solace of activity, no rest 
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Of toil — a dull and ever-darkening scene 

Of ceaseless introspection ; energy 

Locked in a sleepless pause that is not rest, 

To which death's slumber were a welcome boon — 

A heart that preys upon itself, and lives 

On perishing thoughts that die not, yet are death 

Without its peace and its obhvion. 

I hated the green earth, the gleaming sea. 

The pinnacled mountains, the fresh, fragrant woods ; 

And all the pomp of towers and palaces 

Which man had raised with heaven-aspiring thoughts 

And skill divine, because they ministered 

The joy I could not feel, the loveliness 

I could not love. Yet there at least I knew 

The bhss of freedom, and could wade the deep 

Whose waves were worlds ; or walk the earth and sea. 

Whether the sun flamed up — ^red, giant fiend 

Firing the moimtain-tops hke spires of hell ; 

Or Night — ^black witch — ^led out her wandering flames 

To dance upon her dark and cloud-strewn floor. 

Or with sepulchral, hollow voice called up 

The spectral Moon — that ghost of a dead world 

Whose restless feet haunt the unquiet sea 

That cannot sleep because of her, but roams 

The world with ceaseless tremors on its breast. 

Small sense of bondage felt I or restraint, 

Although I knew that the great shepherd-angels 

Watched for me with their keen, unsleeping eyes 

Of flaming fire, as the wild ravening woK 

That prowled around the sacred fold of God. 
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But now alas ! what dreary prospects mock 

My weary eyes — ^what wildernesses wild 

Of uninhabitable desolation ! wastes 

Where Darkness builds her nest, and SoHtude 

And Silence brood, and breed all shapeless things 

And forms of terror unimaginable 

That make the Devil fear his native hell, 

As 'twere a foreign, unfamiliar place ; 

Until I tremble at myself, and dread 

To look upon the blackness mirroring round 

The ugliness that I have made, and am ! 

Hell and Darkness ! What are these foul things 

That dance dance before me, grin and mock at me ? 

These shapes detestable that shake at me 

Their horrid heads, and thrust at me with horn 

And hoof and forked fang, ; and gape on me 

With huge cavernous jaws ; and hiss and howl, 

And spit forth venom, and belch fire and smoke 

Beyond all utterance abominable ? 

A Voice. 
We are thine issue. Spirit of thy Spirit. 

Satan. 

Alas, tis true ! I know ye — ^know ye all ! 
Although ye come to me in shapes more dire 
Than I conceived ye, that I dread to see 
The things I have begot, and cannot touch 
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Your hideous phantoms though ye be mine own. 

Avaunt ! and touch not une I Appalling shapes ! 

Spectres of all the Evils I have wrought 

Since Time began ; depart from me I pray ! 

Nor persecute me with your awful gaze ! 

Thou hydra-crested Murder, hide hide 

The vast voluminous horror of thy head 1 

And War, thou savagest of hell-whelped wolves, 

Gnash not at me those cruel gleaming teeth 

Frothed o'er with crimson foam ! Avert those eyes 

Of blazing blood in whose volcanic depths 

I see vast hordes of fierce avenging ghosts, 

That, darting forth with keen malignant haste. 

Surround me, seize on me, and rage and rend 

As if they were earth's vultures parched for blood 

And I the carrion. woe ! Behind them troop 

Legions of shapeless shades, varied as Sin 

But frightful all, ghastly and horrible ; 

Head above head, rank after rank, that press 

So close, their spectral outlines seem to melt 

Into each other — an adulterate mass 

Of ugliness and terror swelling up 

In formless mountains of commingled gloom. 

Or mountainous waves of an unending sea. 

That move upon me, ridge on ridge, and seem 

To engulf me in their chasms, and trample me 

With their gigantic strides, and bury me 

In oceans of confusion and dismay. 

Is there no end to ye progeny 

Of universe-peopling Sin ? Will ye ne'er pass — 
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Pass over me — -and shew your shadowy rear 

In the dim distance vanishing ? Or will 

Your grisly phantoms stretch their lengthening lines 

For ever and for ever ? Stay ! stay ! 

For e'en a devil may be overpressed, 

And over-stricken with horror, and cry out, 

* * My punishment is more than I can bear ! " 

Ah, see ! They heed not, hearken not ! They come 

Thicker and faster ; faster, thicker still ; 

Denser than snowflakes darkening in the air 

And whirling in the wind with blinding drifts ; 

Piercer than eagles swooping on the dead, • ** 

Or wolves that spring upon the halting steed 

Drag him to earth, and rend his limbs to rags. 

They crowd me, close me in, and cover me ; 

From head to foot their swarming legions mount 

Upon my chained and prostrate form, like hosts 

Of locusts on a green tree, ravishing 

Its foliage with their all-devouring rage ; 

So furious-raging, so devouring, these 

Assail me, under and above ; each side 

Of this unneighboured inaccessible cliff 

Storming Hke warriors a citadel, 

And scaling in unnumbered multitudes. 

Hungry as graves and burning to consume. 

They thrust in me their fangs, with poison charged, 

Burning and blistering Hke a seven-fold hell ; 

Tear me with beak and claw ; pick out my eyes 

That still see on ; gnaw at my heart that still 

Supplies the loss, and grows, and lives to make 
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Food for their everlasting banqueting. 

And, oh, more horrible ! new loathsomer forms, 

Spontaneously generated, creep 

From the prolific womb of Death within. 

Affrighting me with greater horror, pain 

More unendurable afficting with, 

Till, in corruption shrouded, and entombed, 

I Ue and rot in an undying Death, 

And unconsumed Destruction, Miserable ! 

For ever and for ever miserable ! 

But hark ! What fearful sound assaults mine ears '^^ 

What dreadful spectacle appals my sight ? 

Hell from beneath is moved. It stirreth up 

The dead — the kings and great ones of the earth. 

Their spectral crowns upon their shadowy brows 

Seem like a mockery of the vanished Power 

That made them great, then dragged them to their diO^n 

And from the place where they had sat as gods — 

Deified robbers, murderers of their race. 

Whose breath was as a blast that withered up 

The strength and beauty of the earth like grass — 

Brought them to hell to grovel at my feet. 

And learn the trick of servitude and fear 

Which they had taught the trembling world ; the slaves 

And victims of a gloomier Power than they. 

Ah see ! They gather round, a ghastly crowd ! 

They narrowly look on me, and wag their heads 

From which their multitudinous crowns obscure 

Frown on me hke a melancholy ruin 

On some unpeaceful ghost tormenting Night 
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And Silence with its never-ceasing round 
And step monotonous, and all the blast 
Burdening with hollow sighs and dismal wails 
O'er its departed glory. Hark ! They speak ! 
They mock me ! 

A Voice from the Dead Kings. 

Is this he that set us up 
His instruments of hellish tyranny ? 
By whom we shook the nations and made earth 
A howling wilderness, and thought us great 
And mighty and magnificent — blind fools ! 
While we but wrought the work of Sin and Death 
And were poor puppets in the Devil's hands. 
Contemptible alike to heaven and hell ? 
How hath the oppressor ceased ! The mighty fallen ! 
Art thou also become as weak as we ? 
Thy pomp is brought down even to the grave ; 
The worm is spread beneath thee, and the worms 
Do cover thee. " How art thou fallen from Heaven ! 

Lucifer ! " The bright and morning star ! 
For thou didst say ** I will mount up to heaven ; 
My throne I will exalt above the stars ; 

1 will ascend above the clouds, I will 

Be like the Highest ! " How art thou brought down 
Even to the pit of hell ! And while all we 
Whom thou in wrath destroyedst, even as we 
Destroyed the earth to work thy evil will — 
Lured and beguiled by the sweet flatteries 
Of power, ambition, greatness, majesty, 
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The while our littleness became thy scorn, 

Onr a&ame, and Heaven's vast pity and regret — 

While we, still pitied by the gracious Heavens 

As the frail, ignorant victims of thy hate, 

In glory lie, rejoicing in the hope 

Of our redemption near, thou art cast out 

Like an abominable branch, and trod, 

Like to a rotten carcase, 'neath our feet. 

Nor to us only hath God given rest 

From fear and sorrow, and the bondage hard 

Wherein thou mad'st us serve ; but the whole earth 

Bests and is quiet. It breaks forth in song. 

The echoes whereof reach these distant shades 

In miwy a cheering melody ; though faint 

As feur off bells to mariners on the sea ; 

Yet sweet with chimes of home ; familiar sounds ! 

That soothe the pain of our long-severed hearts, 

The weariness of delay, and quicken hope 

And heighten expectation with the thought 

Of the near consummation of our joy. 

The fir trees clap their hands. They shout, they sir 

The fields are glad and all that is therein : 

The hills and mountains into singing break ; 

The sea roars out its vast, tumultuous joy. 

And all the islands catch the flying fiame 

That every zephyr, with melodious mouth, 

Blows o'er the burning bosom of the deep 

Whose every throb is music, and that heaves 

Like the triumphant heart-beats of the world. 
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Satan. 

Away, ye Shadows of the Nothingness 
Ye were I Phantoms of vanished vanity ! 
Shades of the broken dolls, and unseamed puppets 
Of the world's ended show ! Away ! and hide 
The misty crowns upon your spectral heads 
That mock the fallen Majesty of Hell, 
Who was the Sun in whose bright light ye cast 
Your weak and wavering shadows on the world, 
That ignorantly worshipped you, nor knew 
The Throne of which ye both alike were slaves. 
I hate ye with a tyrant's hate. Away ! 

One of the Dead Kings. 

And with a faUen tyrant's impotence. 
We fear thee not — obey thee not. Our knees 
Bow to the Throne of which thine was not e'en 
The shadow — the Eternal Light in which 
No darkness is at all : whilst thou wert but 
A wandering cloud that passed and vanished ; 
And art no darkness to the Universe 
But only to thyself. Farewell lost Night ! 
We glimpse the Dawn of the Eternal Day. 

Satan. 

Thus do these mimic despots' shadows mock 
Me, th' original Tyrant ; without whom 
Their puny hands had never learnt to wield 
The oppressor's rod, or the enslaver's lash, 
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Or forge the tyrant's chain ; while I, alas ! 

Am powerless to avenge their mockery. 

And yet I would their mockery were all. 

For lo ! a more appalling terror lowers I 

All Hell is rising, in rebellion vast, 

Against my impotent sceptre. From aH sides 

The gatiiering storm steams up. East, west, north, south 

Grows black with threatening vengeance. Hosts of fiends 

Striving in mutual variance, yet all one 

In hate of me. Burdening the blast they come — 

Myriads on myriads, countless as the sands 

UproUed by the simoom ; in column vast 

As Hell's wide vault, ezhaustless as its depths ; 

Whirlwind with wrestling whirlwind interwound, 

Like fiery serpents writhing in mid-air, 

Involved and twisted in a tortuous mass 

Of coils interminable, black and dense ; 

And casting from their myriad-throated depths 

Of fathomless fury inextinguishable 

A deluge — dropping, driving, drifting fire, 

That lights up the sealed, sightless eyes of Night 

To see herself and know that she is blind. 

Night and Fire ! Dread enemies that embrace 

With mutual destruction, circling me 

With hate irreconcilable, but fury joined ; 

How are ye wed together in my doom — 

Darkness without oblivion, and light 

That is but consciousness of Night, and Death ; 

And longing for oblivion in vain ! 
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Chobus of Devils. 

Lo, from the ends of hell 
Incensed with vengeance fell 
We come ! We oome I 
Each breath a quenchless fire, 
Each heart a furnace dire 
Of everlasting ire ; 
We come ! We come ! 
Upon thy fallen head, 
Our wrongs, for ages fed, 
Our wrath, for ages nursed. 
Upon thy head accursed 
We pour ! We pour ! 
Upon thy forehead dim, 
Upon each fettered limb. 
Upon thy upturned breast, 
Fast-locked, but not in rest, 
A fiery flying rain 
Of never ceasing pain 
We shower I We shower 1 
For thou didst lure of old 
Our spirits from God's fold. 
And change us — angels bright — 
To fiends of Sin and Night ; 
And therefore thee, sin's Chief, 
The Author of our grief 
We hate ! We hate ! 
And therefore on thy head 
Fallen and vanquished. 
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That hath us blasted all 

In its eternal Hall, 

We hnrl with infinite hate 

Black, homing, like our h,te, 

Onr curse ! Our curse ! 

And whatsoever there be 

For us of misery, 

To thee be singly told ; 

Then thousand, thousand fold 

Be multiplied, and pressed 

Upon thy guilty breast 

For aye ! For aye ! 

Let slumber ne'er come nigh 

Thy restless, rolling eye : 

Nor penitent tear outwrung 

E'er cool thy blistering tongue 

Nor Heaven with pity see 

Thy look of agony : 

But thou and Pain be blent 

One dreadful element : 

And every torture find 

Its centre in thy mind : 

And every heart be knit, 

A nerve, to lead to it, 

Conducting to thy brain 

A universe of Pain ; 

And suffering everywhere 

Throb, concentrated, there. 

For aye ! For aye ! 

We serve thee never more ; 
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Our fear of thee is o'er ; 
Gnrse us ! And lo ! we mock : 
Smite us ! Ah no 1 the rock 
Holds tight thy straining limb. 
By the dread Seraphim 
Fast locked ! Fast locked ! 
And evermore shall hell, 
With wrath and fury fell, 
Around thee rave and yell ; 
Around thy head discrowned, 
Around thee prostrate bound, 
And bend the knee, as now 
We, mocking, bend and bow, 
And cry, with, lips that rail, 
Hail, King of HeU ! Hail! Hail! 
Hail! Hail! Hail! Hail! 



Satan. 

Cast out from Heaven : cast off by Hell : my Throne 

Changed to the rock of my captivity : 

My Kingdom one vast, universal jail : 

No pity anywhere, no friend, no hope : 

Of God, men, angels, fiends a castaway : 

Despised, spumed, hated, scoffed at by all worlds : 

Impotent to escape, repent, revenge ; 

And only capable of sin and pain, 

I know myself, and see myseK at last 

The lost Archangel, and the Devil damned. 

But lo ! what gleam was that ? The flash of wings ! 
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And through the skirts of the dense Fiend-storm thrczzzsai 

Spires of sharp flame that are not of the fiends, 

Too bright, too pure for aught of devil bom. 

It is the swords of God*s delivering angels, 

Swift, silent, irresistible as light. 

Devouring the interminable gloom. 

The Angel of Redemption at their head 

Blazing — a sun — ^before his host of stars 

That flame behind, a never-ending train 

Of might and majesty magnificent. 

Brightest of all Heaven's bright ones, because mosi^ 

Besembling Him who hates to put away. 

And loveth to redeem — tormenting thought ! 

While all the demon- tempest, struck with awe, 

Breaks at the splendour of the advancing pomp. 

Dissolves around me, sinks away, and lies 

Still as a sea becalmed, beneath the feet 

Shod with the Gospel of eternal peace. 

Ha, demons ! ye have found your masters now 

And your tormentors — ye as well as I ! 

O could I hide me from the awful sight 

Of those beneficent faces ! Gape thou rock ! 

Stretch wide thy ponderous jaws, and swallow me 

From those benevolent eyes that pierce me through 

With God's most vivid lightnings ; beaming round 

Mercy and love, that all my dungeons Hght 

With human joy ; destroying with a glance 

The fi'uits of ages of malignity 

And misery- working toil. Impotent prayer ! 

J feel mj manacles cloae with firmer clutch ; 
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A.nd the hard fiace of this unyielding crag, 
With dumb and silent obduracy grows 
More stem beneath my agonizing cry ; 
And locks its massive adamantine jaws 
With fiercer energy, more vindictive hate 
Upon these wedges, thunder-driven, that hold 
My writhing limbs naked and shelterless 
To the relentless gaze of Hell and Heaven ; 
And force my hdless and unsleeping eyes 
To stare on that, which, like a twofold sword 
Divides me sheer, and with the healing glance 
That closes up a myriad gaping wounds 
TJnseams eternal depths of pain in me. 
As God's Love endless, fathomless as my hate. 
O bitterest of the thousand Hells I feel ! 
liove triumphs over Hate : o'er Evil, Good : 

"Kindness o'er Mahce : Mercy over Wrath : 

Grace over Sin : Salvation over Doom : 

Redemption over Ruin : Life o'er Death : 

God o'er the Devil : Heaven over Hell : 

The last shorn trophy of my Conquest fades ; 

The last dim relic of my Power departs ; 

Christ is supreme. His Cross omnipotent ; 

And I am nought, and God is All in All ! 

Now fiall eternal Dumbness on my tongue. 

And let me speak no more since words henceforth 

Must be confession of my last defeat ; 

And the eternal sovereignty of God 

Which I can neither worship, nor destroy. 

Nor lessen, nor impugn, but only hate ! 
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Song op Human Spirits in Prison. 

Splendour of God on our Darkness arisen ; 
Daybreak of Heaven in the depths of our prison ; 
Beautiful feet that are shod with the morning ; 
Hell's gloomy mountains with glory adorning, 

Welcome ! All welcome ! 

Song op the Delivering Angels. 

Captives of Sin in the Darkness enduring ; 
Prisoners of Hope for Redemption maturing ; 
Worn weary feet on the black mountains aching ; 
Woe-laden hearts *neath your guilt burdens breaking, 

Hail! AUhail! 

Song op Human Spirtts. 

Blest be the grace from which nothing could sever ! 
Blest be the love that endureth for ever ! 
Blest be the wings that have flown to our rescue ! 
Angels of Mercy, for ever we bless you ! 
Welcome I Thrice welcome ! 

Song op Delivering Angels. 

Behold in our faces the smile of your Father, 
Whose presence we left his lost children to gather ; 
Receive in our voices and gracious behaviour 
The message we learnt at the feet of your Saviour I 

Come with us I Come ! 
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Song op Human Spirits. 

Blest Father ! who still bids His prodigals come, 
And 9ends out His angels to welcome them home ; 
Blest Saviomr ! who still saith " ye weary ones, rest ; " 
And bids you our spirits compel to His breast. 

We come I We come ! 



Song op Deltvering Angels. 

Arise on our wings ! Lo, we bear you away ! 

See yonder black portals ! They glow with the day ! 

Song op Human Spirits. 

Farewell to our prison ! With the speed of a star 
We ascend to the world where the glorified are. 

We ascend ! We ascend I 
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ScJKTSv «« ir*- lib* ^nrtss are %^iig 



ScsKr?^ 5iHi *•:▼ libf I>krknrss is dying 

OfDav. OiDav. 

Si5«ers, see h^?w the f,^:iii:a:r.g are glancing 
Where Bxmtain ne'er sparkled of yore : 
Sisteis, see how the oceans are dancing 
To winds that pipe peace evermore. 

Echo. 
ExermoTe. Evermore. 
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Sisters, see how the lambkins are bounding 
Where lambkins wont never to stray : 
Sisters, hark how the forests are sounding 
With lambkins and lions at play. 

Echo. 
At play. At play. 

Sisters, see how the sky-face is bright'ning 
With light that is not of the sun : 
Sisters, see how the thunderless lightning 
Descends with God's " peace " to each one. 

Echo. 
Each one. Each one. 

Sisters, hark to the harmony o'er us ; 

The harmonies round us that flow : 

The blessing that falleth from heaven, and the chorus 

Of all blessed creatures below. 

Echo. 
Below. Below. 

Sisters, hark to the sweet voices falling 

From God, the great Fountain of Love ; 

The song of His Throne-spirits, drawing, while calling 

Our hearts to the Greater above. 

Echo. 
Above. Above. 
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Voice op thb Eabth. 

What i8*t I hear around me ? A wondrous strain ascending ! 
Ten thousand thousand voices in one grand concert blending ! 
From things that had no utterance, and creatures that were ^ 

groaning — 
The voice I gave them and the music lost alike in moaning. 
Now the dumb are breaking into voices sweet and blessed, 
And tongues I gave and gifted, by misery long oppressed, 
Are ringing with a music that I never could have given, 
A music that I do not know ! It must have come £rom heaveirx: 
My very dust seems quickening in the wondrous inspiration 
That like a sea of being is pouring through creation : 
From all that swim my waters, or cleave the empyrean. 
Or roam my fields or forests breaks the universal psBan, 
That lifting every creature like an all-transforming leaven 
Makes Nature but a concord in the harmony of Heaven. 

Voice fbom the Air. 

The Tempests are sobbing, the Whirlwinds are sighing, 
The Thunders are groaning, the Storm-Fiends are dying. 

Voice from under the Earth. 

The Earthquakes are struggling and writhing in pain. 
They sink 'neath their fire floods to rise not again. 

Voice from the Sea. 

The Ocean is heaving its last. From its breast 
Its Jong-troubled spirit is i^as^in^ to rest. 
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Ghobus of voices fbom Ocean Eabth and Air. 

"We are changed, we are new, we have broken our thrall, 
<7od's peace, like His presence, embosoms us all. 



Voice op the Eabth. 

What feeling is this ? this sense strange and sweet ! 

Do I sleep ? Do I dream ? Does my bosom still beat ? 

Or is it a trance that has closed up my sight. 

And taken me captive in bonds of deHght ? 

The motions of terror seem dead in my womb. 

The voices of ruin are hushed as the tomb ; 

Beneath me, above me, within me, around 

I see not a thunder-hoof, hear not a sound 

Of storm- wing, or wave-stroke, or axle of fire ; 

But I lie in a flood of calm splendour — a lyre 

On which stealing down comes the Breath from above 

That fills me with music and kills me with love. 

• 

Chobus op Univeesal Natube. 

We are all of thee mother ! and all of each other 
Child, father, and mother, and sister, and brother ; 
The dust of thee, fire of thee, breath of thy being — 
Thou strength of our motion, and Ught of our seeing. 
Thou fire of our speech, and emotion, and thinking — 
The waves on thy breast ever rising and sinking, 
The threads of thy vesture unweaving and weaving, 
No thread of thee lost, but new fashion receiving, 
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Ever old, ever new, all nnchanged, ever changing, 
Throngb all the gradations of life ever ranging, 
Like angels the life-ladder climbing, descendixig. 
In circles of being, unbroken, unending, 
Derived, and deriving, receiving and giving, 
Ourselves not the source, strength, or end of our living, 
With thee, and with thine, e'en thy weakest, in union, 
For ever and ever one blessed communion I 

Song of the Eabth. 

my heart, my heart o'erfloweth 
With the joy, the love it knoweth. 
Scarcely can these aged eyes 
Beam their love to loving skies. 
For the happy tears that rise. 
Aged did I say ? Ah no ! 
Young again, as long ago 
When they shone divinely clear 
In the birth-light of the sphere. 
Oh ! what bliss I see aroimd 
Making earthly heavenly ground : 
Thorns that yestreen rent my brow 
Koses are to bind it now : 
Thistles that did pierce my feet. 
Cowslips are and bluebells sweet : 
Deadly berry, poisonous bine 
Nectar yield and fragrant wine : 
Things that glared with eyes ablaze. 
Look on me with lovers* gaze : 
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The huge lion of the wood 
With a royal plenitude 
Serves me like a satrap king, 
In a gentle ministering : 
While the tiger to his beanty 
Adds the gracefulness of duty, 
Lending all his strength and speed 
To my weakest in their need. 
The sad owlet from the dark 
Soareth singing like the lark ; 
And the raven that of yore 
Croaked around the ruin hoar, 
Eobin-like for alms doth wait 
With a carol at the gate : 
While the eagle in the dale 
Warbleth like the nightingale : 
And each feebler thing that is 
Echoes and augments the bhss ; 
Blending like a minor key 
In the heavenly harmony. 
Paradise no such delight 
Gave to my maternal sight. 
No such love or tenderness 
Did its innocent beauty bless. 
This is Love that hath cast out 
Hatred and her hideous rout : 
Joy that triumphs over tears : 
Peace that memoried strife endears : 
Kindness bom of Sorrows' stress 
In the world's wide wilderness : 
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Pbirer that learnt th* intent of Strength— 

To abridge the journey's length, 

And the trembling knees to bear 

Bending *neath a load of care. 

Oh, how blessed are these eyes, 

Seeing a new Paradise ! 

That is dearer, more than new 

For the thorns from which it grew ; 

Eden of a nobler fruit 

Than could ripe from virgin root ; 

Paradise in all beside 

But with Victory glorified. 

Tax Spnrrs of Uniysbsal Mnn>. 

SuacHOBus I. 

Earth ! no storms have rent thy breast 

Fierce as the voice of our unrest ; 

Nor earthquake, whirlwind, flood or fire 

Has riven thee with a force so dire 

As that with which, like gods in strife, 

We have wrecked and sliattered human life ; 

Till, in the chaos that we made. 

And in the uproar and the shade 

Of clouding thought and clashing creed. 

We lost the vision of human need, 

And all the sense and force of right. 

And strove alone for force of might ; 

While reverence in the dust was trod. 

And feuth alike in man and God. 
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Semichobus n. 

We lost our way 

In the dim-grown day, 

And the Fair and True 

In the shadows grew 

Confased and dim, 

While our thoughts of Him 

Who alone was True and alone was Fair 

Became as confused as the visions were. 

The eyes of the mind 

Grown dark and blind 

Saw forms of error 

And shapes of terror 

Where all was day 

In Truth's clear ray, 

But the god of the darkness had blinded our sight. 

And we saw things no more in their God-made hght. 

Then came wild division, 

Like stars in collision ; 

And we who were one 

As stars with the sun 

Were driven asunder 

With battle and thunder, 

And the long course of Time a vast war- trail has been 

Where Love has lain trampled and Chaos sat Queen. 
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Ghobus. 

Bat now the strife is ended, all the passion and the pain, 
And like the northern streamers dance the lightnings of the 

brain, 
To comfort and illnminate, but never to destroy ; 
Or if they break in thunder still to thunder but with joy— 
The joy of voices manifold that float in bridal peals 
Bound the marriage of the Intellect which Time at last reveals— 
Beveals the Hidden Bond of which the Bridal is the sign 
The world-coeval unity of Thought in Truth Divine. 
All blindly have we struck against each other in the war, 
Like atoms madly rushing to their centre in a star ; 
But the chaos-battle done, from the forces tossed and whirled 
There rises, calm and stately, the orbed splendour of a world. 
Beneath the fierce cross-currents that were striving on our breast 
There slept a constant kindred Whole, a central deep of rest; 
And all the billowy voices have heard their tumults cease, 
Or mingle in the mightier chant of imiversal peace. 

A Voice from Heaven. 
The Peace of God 

Voices. 
God ! God ! God I 

Otheb Voices. 

God ! God ! God I 
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Chobus of the Spibits of Mind. 

B constant Whole of Unity ! The Central Deep of Best ! 
I fell into each other's arms, and slept upon His breast. 

Star-Spirit. 

I searched the Height of the Infinite ; 

I threw my line round worlds divine ; 

To my feet I drew, the star-depths through, 

Planet and star, and sun from far. 

From beyond the void where the nebulae are. 

I caught them and tamed them, 

And weighed them, and named them, 

And on the rack laid them, 

And charged them, and prayed them 

To tell what they knew and had learned of the True, 

While I searched them, and looked them all through 

and through. 
But always something escaped my line. 
Something whose secret I could not divine ; 
And I stood on the height 
Of my Babel of Light 
The sage and the fool of the Infinite ! 
Then I plunged in despair 
Through the star-crowded air 
And heard them aU mock me, and saw every face 
Triumphantly gloom round my flight of disgrace ; 
And I felt that the curse 
Of the whole universe 
Was driving me down from despair unto worse. 
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And ages rolled by me still falling and falling. 

Bnt at length a sweet whisper stole round me, aad calling 

My soul by her early name " Student of Heaven ! " 

Woke up the dear thoughts that were mine, ere had riven 

The world my young fiedth from my bosom, and led 

My thoughts from the Living to grope 'mong the Deai 

And I felt as I fell all the Infinite space 

Like a Presence close round me ; and in its embrace 

I was folded : I sank into knowledge and rest ; 

And woke up a child on the Tnfinite Breast. 



Voices. 
God ! God I God I 

Other Voices. 

God I God I God I 

Chorus of the Spirits of Mind. 

The constant Whole of Unity I The Central Deep of Rest I 
We fell into each other's arms, and slept upon His "Breast. 

Spirit of Philosophy. 

I threaded the mazy paths of Things, 
And tracked the mystic wanderings 
Of Nature through the caverns deep 
Where her secret forces sleep — 
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Labyrinthine aisles of shade 
. Where her lights but darkness made, 
Glancing from her midnight roof — 
Many a sparry lying proof ; 
Dancing over marsh and mire 
With a false misleading fire ; 
Veiled in woods and wildernesses 
Where thought gropes her way by guesses ; 
Sudden pipings breaking out 
From the coverts round about 
With a most enchanting air : 
Faces peeping heavenly-fair 
From the thicket's leafy wimple . 
Bright with many a sunny dimple. 
Then with mocking shout and laughter 
From my feet pursuing after 
From my hands outstretched fast flying 
And in shade and silence dying — 
Lost in the arcanum bright 
Where unveiled she sleeps in light, 
All her nymphs in naked pureness 
Gazing on her grand matureness, 
Heaven revealed in every feature ; 
Glorious nakedness of Nature I 
Then I fell upon my face 
Cursed the earth and cursed my race, 
Cursed the day and cursed the night, 
Cursed the darkness and the light — 
Light that only cursed my vision 
With a mocking apparition ; 



\ 
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Darkness that refused to Ml — 
Hide me from myself and all. 

Then with light and gentle motion, 
Like the fond returning ocean, 
Like the fiaithfiil, flowing sea 
Came she softly back to me ; 
Drew around me, bosom-heaving, 
Sighing, sobbing, fondly grieving, 
Sprinkled with salt tears my face, 
Closed me in her fond embrace. 
Covered me with rippling kisses. 
Drowned me in her sunny blisses. 
Whispered me her richest treasure, 
Proudest boast, profoundest pleasure. 
That without me she would be 
Widowed as a shoreless sea ; 
And an endless mystery. 
Then I took her to my breast. 
Swore to find my life and rest 
In her fathomless embrace : 
Would she but unveil her face I 
When she broke from me with laughter 
Left me toiling, wailing after. 
Drooping, falling in my sadness. 
Cursing, writhing in my madness, 
I had come so near to seeing 
The veiled splendour of her being. 
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Slowly crept a darkness o*er me, 
And an emptiness that wore me, 
Gnawed me with a longing vain, 
Numbed and deadened all my brain, 
Till my sickened spirit sank 
Midst a miiversal blank. 
Then I rose in sudden might. 
Fiercely swore in self-despite 
There was no enchanting being, 
Mocking thus my sense of seeing ; 
Nothing but a fair projection 
Of my blindly-fond affection ; 
All her beauty but a dream ; 
Bubble floating on the stream 
Of my blood, by fancies bright 
Lit with a delusive light ; 
All my longing and its pain 
For an Image of my brain ; 
For a Thought from me out-thrown 
And for charms that were my own ; 
A thought-deified Desolation, 
Lifeless Phantom of Creation, 
Amidst which a phantom, I 
Passed — ^lost cloud through empty sky. 
Being, grandeur, glory, beauty. 
Will and thought, and love and duty, 
Spirit — God's, Man's, both — delusion. 
One vast infinite confusion. 
Sinking with my final breath 
And for ever lost in death. 
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And Imttatd forth a enrae 

Tbit seoned to shake the niuYerse. 

Bat the echoes wildlj sounding. 

On mj listening ears rebounding, 

Frcsn the silence of creation 

Flashed (m me a leTelation. 

like a whirlwind was the gladness, 

like an ocean in mv madness 

Bc^e I from my deep prostration — 

Swept before the inspiration. 

Through th* abysses staggering, reeling, 

Dnmk with the excess of feeling, 

Dancing with the worlds I flew 

Universal nature through 

As the echoes, round me fallin g, 

Uttered *' I am Nature calling, 

Nature's voice in thine replying. 

In thy accents living, dying ; 

Thou art what thou art pursuing ; 

Willing, thinking, feeling, doing. 

All the motions of thy soul 

Are but motions of the Whole. 
I am in thy blood and brain. 
In thy pleasure and thy pain, 
In thine eyes and in thy heart, 
In the whole and every part, 
Know thyself thou knowest me. 
Find me in the all of thee, 
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Be thou by thyself possessed 

And thou hast me in thy breast 1 " 

the transport strange and new 

Which that moment thrilled me through I 

Through me shot the lightning's madness, 

Through me throbbed the ocean's gladness, 

Through me swept the tempest's might, 

• 

Through me streamed the ancient light, 
Through me coursed the floods of life 
With which Nature's veins are rife. 
Like a pulse the tidal sea 
Poured through flesh and soul of me 
Till I could no longer sit 
Calm before the joy of it : 
On the tempest's pinions whirled 
Striding, leaping round the world ; 
Thence, before a billow's swoon. 
Poised tiptoe upon the moon ; 
And ere once a star could wink 
'Lighting on the sun's red brink ; 
Plunging thence into the sea 
Where the fire-behemoths be 
Making all the star-depths hoar 
With their comet-rush and roar ; 
Speeding in the planets' race 
Bound immensities of space. 
Feeling this small, mighty ** I " 
Palpitate thoughout the sky ; 
Chanting, thundering as I trod, 
" I am Nature, I am God I " 

15 
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When the novelty grew old 

All my heart waxed sad and cold ; 

On me fell the gloom again, 

All the longing and the pain, 

And the sense of desolation 

Midst the vastness of creation. 

A small thing it seemed to be 

That a pulse through all and me 

Throbbed with dull mechanic strife 

That was more like Death than Life. 

For though equal star and sun 

I was sovereign of none, 

No, not e*en a linlping slave ; 

A mere elemental wave 

Breaking on the planet's bound 

From the deep of darkness round, 

Privileged alone to cry 

" We are God — the worlds and 1 1 " 

Then, as if in mockery, 

Like a puppet drawn below 

In the trivial paltry show. 

Sharp from aU the spheres there came 

Tongues of shooting mocking flame ; 

Broke from aU the starry crowd 

Shouts of laughter long and loud ; 

And I knew myself the sport 

Of the whole celestial court ; 

I arrayed in royal robe, 

Self-styled monarch of the Globe 
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Brother of the bird and brute, 
One with snake, and toad, and newt, 
One with spider gnat and fly. 
Brother of all things that die ; 
Crowned and glorified in vain 
With a diadem of brain ; 
Howsoever I aped the king 
Never aught above a thing. 
Then a something in my breast 
Rose, Hke one by wrong oppressed. 
Rose with all its pride on fire, 
Rose against the mighty Liar, 
Hurled the base intruder down 
That would rob me of my crown. 
Throned me the world amid 
High on nature's pyramid, 
While the stars obeisance paid 
As I proclamation made, 
Thundered it through earth and sky 
** Thou art Nature I I am I ! " 



But the passion like a wind 
Passed, and left a void behind, 
A dead calm that settled slowly 
Into darkest melancholy. 
All my greatness in me died, 
All my glory and my pride 
In the palsy of a weakness 
That had no resource in meekness. 
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And was this to be a king ? 
A poor, lonely, friendless thing 
Girded round with limitation, 
Monarch of a desolation ; 
Insulated from the whole 
In a solitude of soul ! 
None to comprehend or love me 
Or beneath me, or above me ; 
Mighty masses round me dashing. 
Awful splendours past me flashing. 
Thundering, burning on my sense 
Knowledge of my impotence ; 
Nature underneath me lying, 
Striving, battling, groaning, dying. 
Fixing on me tiger eyes. 
Glaring through her agonies. 
Midst the lightning's spiteful flashes. 
Midst the thunder's wrathful crashes. 
Fury-winged tornado's rattle. 
Earthquake's world-upturning battle. 
Ocean's death-bestridden swell. 
And volcanoes spouting hell : 
And I shivered on my throne. 
Helpless, desolate, alone I 



Lo I I turned me to my kind. 
To the universal mind ; 
Thought to find in it defence 
For my single impotence ; 
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Found in it my own reflection, 

All my pride and imperfection ; 

All my loneliness and weakness 

And no higher strength of meekness : 

Everywhere my image met me, 

Everywhere myself beset me ; 

All my taunting limitations, 

All my baffled aspirations, 

All my questionings unstilled. 

And my longings unfulfilled ; 

All my vaunted consequence. 

And my beggar's indigence : 

Thoughts and hopes that swept the sky 

But to prove their vanity ; 

Each sublime and pure endeavour 

Baffled and defeated ever ; 

Every motion of my breast 

By an evil fate oppressed ; 

Embryo forces unsurmised. 

Mines of wealth unreaHzed, 

Powers of thought and will and feeling 

Struggling in me towards revealing ; 

Swooning, sinking half revealed. 

And for evermore concealed. 

Then, m frenzy of the mind. 

From myself and all my kind 

Turned I ; and in fierce despite 

Prayed for blindness and for night ; 

Prayed the final doom to fall. 

Sink me, mingle me with all, 
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Flesh and aool absorb me quite. 
Lose me in Ibe infinite. 



Twas a wild and fearfol prayer 

Bora alone of mj despair. 

When m J reason came again 

Bose a gentler, porer strain ; 

Bose a timorous, trembling cry 

For a Mightier than I : 

For a Will that could uphold me. 

For a LoTe that conld enfold me. 

For a Strength that conld defend me. 

For a Mind to comprehend me ; 

One without a limitation, 

In whose Being aspiration, 

On whose Bosom hope, might rest 

And life find a Living breast, — 

I an individoal soul 

In a Personal, Infinite Whole. 

One in whom the starry forces. 

In the order of their courses 

Would no longer mock and taunt me. 

And with my disorders haunt me ; 

But surround me with completeness, 

And embosom me in sweetness. 

And my powers restore to union 

Through His own sublime communion. 

Then a sense rose all about me 

Of a Greater One without me ; 



A LYRICAL BRAMA. 215 

Dawned a Light upon me slowly 

Of a Presence High and Holy ; 

Through the sea of mingled splendour 

Came a throbbing soft and tender ; 

Came a breathing calm and lowly, 

Bound about me rising slowly 

Into most melodious voices 

As when heaven with earth rejoices ; 

Came upon me gentle gleaming, 

As of faces seen in dreaming, 

Each with different beauty beaming : 

'* Like the trillings and the graces 

Of the music and the faces # 

Of old days '' said I '' these are ! 

Like, but diviner far ! " 

Strove I not as then to chase them ; 

With my soul content t' embrace them ; 

Asked no longer their revealing. 

Filling all my depth of feeling 

With a flood of love and light 

That could never flow through sight : 

And they came so close about me 

That I doubted them without me ; 

Heard them, felt them as a Soul 

My soul within ; Personal Whole 

Li personal Part, nor so much twain 

As the singer and the strain. 

Then I knew what had perplext me, 

In myself and Nature vext me 
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Was the partial, broken view 
Of the Undivided True ; 
The veiled Peace in Nature's strife ; 
Hid in me as Life in life ; 
Never to be seen or known, 
To be felt and loved alone ; 
Bat my inward life and light 
Filling with the Infinite ; 
To the love and to the feeling 
All His boundless Self revealing ; 
Giving ever more and more, 
Widening Sea, expanding shore : 
And I sank upon His Breast 
Feeling, loving, and at rest. 



Voices. 
God I God ! God ! 



Otheb Voices. 

God ! God ! God ! 
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Chobus of the Sfibits of Mind. 

3 constant Whole of Unity ! The Central Deep of Best ! 
fell mto each other's arms, and slept upon His breast ! 

The Eabth-Spibit. 

No wing had I 

To climb the sky ; 

No shape of Light 

To charm my sight 

Pillowed on flowers, 

Curtained with bowers. 

Circled and sung by all living Powers. 

I groped and crept 

Where ages slept 

Around the bed 

Of Nature dead. 

Midst rocks and stones 

And mighty bones 

Of extinct races, and perished zones. 

Age after age 

Each star-learned sage 

Had traced the Hand 

That round each land 

With fiery pen 

In nightly ken 

Had writ on the wall its signs for men. 
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And Nature £Eur, 

With breast half-bare, 

And limbs snow-white 

In rosy light 

Her veil seen through, 

Adorers drew 

In quest of the Beautiful and True. 

But none might dare 

Her grave to bare ; 

And shew the sun 

Her skeleton 

Whose form and fietce 

He loved to grace 

When she slept within his warm embrace. 

And none could look 

On her buried book, 

Or turn its pages 

Of rock-bound ages, 

Till I awoke 

The seven seals broke 

And like a new seer her dark lore spoke. 

But what wonder 

The dead world under 

My soul poured through. 

As round me grew 

Strange shapes uncouth 

From the world's youth 

Gibing and mocking at grey-grown Truth ! 
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There, clear as day 

The huge forms lay 

Grotesque and vast ; 

By Nature cast 

In youth's fierce might, 

Ere toil-won Light 

Had shewn her its secrets infinite. 

Then on me came 

A spirit-flame : 

I prophesied. 

Aloud I cried, 

" Come blow thou Breath 

Four-mouthed ! that saith 

Put on thy beauty valley of death I " 

And lo I a quaking. 

And then a shaking. 

And bone to bone 

Was swiftly blown, 

And o*er them grew 

The living hue 

Till risen worlds stood forth in my view. 

I marked the strife 

Of aspiring life. 

And all the stages 

Of climbing ages, 

The wide-scoped plan 

Nature began 

In mollusc ; and crowned with glory of man. 
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Then forth I rolled 

My ehallenge bold f 

Trmdition shook. 

And e*en the Book 

That nations swayed 

Appeared tofi^de 

Into a myth like tomes decayed. 

And at my shont 

The lights went out ; 

And priest and sage 

Pcured o*ar the page 

Whoee brightness fled 

Frv>m that I shed 

An>Qnd my newly-anointed head. 

Aud lo ! with thunder 

Fanes rent asxmder, 

Sand^^r^ aud fell 

To gaping HeU, 

Shattered and hurled, 

IVilted and whirled, 

Aud I was left sole light of the world. 

Then on Earth's fieu^e 

iu fond embrace 

I foU« aud cried 

** The Heavens have lied ! 

Oi thee is K>m 

Sv> long the scorn 

Of the wise> dear Earth, the Truth's foir moi 
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" Philosopher, 

Astrologer, 

Bard, alchjmist 

Alike have missed 

The secret store 

Of Nature's lore ; 

Mine is the key of the golden door. 

" Come hither to me ! 

I have the key 

Of knowledge, Nations ! 

Old Eevelations 

Are errors, lies 

To blind men's eyes, 

I have the hght that will make you wise I 

'' Mine are the tables 

Of stone : no fables 

Bear they, but facts 

Engraved by acts 

Of living Nature ; 

Every feature 

ImmortaHzed of every creature. 

" Learn here the truth 

Of the world's youth ; 

The birth of Pan ; 

Descent of man ; 

The early state. 

And ancient date 

Of things whose making your seers relate. 
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Its solid mass 

Like molten glass 

Lay all-illumed, 

All Tinconsumed : 

Then from around 

Brake forth a sound, 

" Put off thy shoes ! for *tis holy ground ! " 

Then all unshod 

At the feet of God 

I fell, and prayed 

That He who made 

The earth and skies 

Would make me wise 

To know their manifold mysteries. 

From the Earth-Flame 

The answer came. 

While on my head 

Its fire was shed, 

** Be my Earth-sprite 

To unveil my Light 

Which is one ahke in Depth and Height." 



Voices. 
! God! God! 



Otheb Voices, 

God! God! God! 
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Chobus of the Spibits op Mind. 

The constant Whole of Unity ! The Central Deep of Beat I 
We fell into each other's arms, and slept upon His Breast. 

Spikit of Abt. 

In Echo, Dream, and Vision had I caught 
Gleams, sounds, as of a Presence in the All ; 
A veiled, and myriad-folded Living Thought, 
Which, when I touched its garment's hem, let fall 
A virtue that my sensitive fingers taught 
Moods, movements infinite, that did enthrall 
My heart with varied music, while they wrought 
A grace of Thought-Form that a moment pleased. 
But after, a strange melancholy seized 
My sanguine spirit that in vain had sought 
To find an equal voice or shape for aught 
In it or greater Nature. Then we, brought 
By mutual need together, did confess 
Our common, necessary nakedness. 
But oh ! alas ! how did the crime befall ? 
I lost the sense of Greater Need than mine ; 
Clothed all with me, myself with all, and called the tws 
Divine. 

Thus Nature grew to me a spirit-bridiB, 
Soul of my soul ; her voice an instrument 
Of many pipes, which to my mingling tide 
Of various life their full-toned harmonies lent : 
I gazed and listened till creation wide 
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Shone like an Eve, in light magnificent ; 

4jid inward voices broke from every side 

lii deeper resonance and purer tone : 

3o lay I, drimk with beauty — ^with my own. 

- clothed the sun with limbs ; so glorified 

[lie moon, and all things that on Earth abide. 

t^hen I arose, and god-like did bestride 

^e universe, and saw all creatures pass 

beneath me, and creation Ue — a glass 

^at showed me to the smallest lineament ; 

^ concave mirror himg the god-fiUed sky ; 

ieneath, above, around I saw me grow, shine endlessly. 

5ut while I thus commune with me my breath 

ilowly the mirror clouds ; and the pure light 

^anes from the sun-clad limbs. The skin beneath 

I see the red blood flowing ; and a bUght 

?alls on my heart unweeting, that it saith 

* Cold is the light, but warm is blood, and bright 

The wine that all the white limbs gladdeneth — 

The wine that sparkles in the heart-cup red I 

3ome, let me drink thee, brain-and-spirit-fed 

Live stream of Love that Love encountereth, 

Which twain fling up live fire at grey old death ; 

rhat his pale meteor extinguisheth 

[n its red burst — ^Life's spouting heart overcharged 

With fire imquenchable ! " Then all enlarged 

My being was with the new heat and might. 

Bo Eve the angel fell, and her chaste charms 

Slowed a red mass of thrilling limbs in my strong quivering 

a72Z25. 
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So Flesh ftcd I vexe wed : and H^Ten and Earth 

Ssocd bg^dcsrrardg as cor spousal. AH bright things 

Bifdcekcd c-cr circch : and made ns easy mirth ; 

Aal rrcnd :i? sh-x-'k new splendonrs from their wings, 

AaJ said ** Be fr;i::fsl. mnliiply, and make the dearth 

VacSsi hcf:nf j:rzr race — a race of kings." 

And frcd OCT l:£n5 sprang living forms whose worth 

Seiec^ gT«a:er f:r ihe likeness that they bore ; 

I ksiew ncc FT^sh so beaareous was before. 

Or cccid inhcH: an immortal birth. 

Alas ! I saw n:: ihi: the Heavens and Earth 

SkxxI w^sertnc a: otir bridal : and the mirth 

Was all ccLT ?wn : wbUe wha: was shed around 

Wer^ anJ^*I>' tears, that firv^sted all the ground 

Of mv !,\5: K-::ii — th^Lr Lis: r.vlr.ist 'rings. 

SwifUv I >a::£ : a >irr.I^ :: LuxTirv 

Mamm;n. a::. I Lest. :Lnd Pcmp, and aU things that are base ai 

dit. 



Long :£mc I wanl^r^'d in the wilderness, 

Aad in n^.v brew's sweat earned me common bread : 

Traflickevi and :oiled : and bartered for a mess 

My blrthrisrh: ; wliile the great ones thomed my head, 

And sent me r^rih their pleasure grounds to dress ; 

With bramble wounds mv Lands and feet were red. 

And I was soiled and jostled in the press 

Of common hucksters. Then my spirit woke 

To know itself, and its vile fetters broke : 

I am free-bom ! Me shall ye not possess 
To gild and hide your gaudy emptiness ! 
Lo, I divorce thee, thou ad\x\x«e%% 
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Beguiling me to herd and feed with swine, 
I^oul Mesh ! to whom I sold my soul divine." 
Then at my feet she fell — she fell down dead ; 
I set my foot on her. In twain she hurst, 
And things of filth, and things of fire came forth her form 
accurst. 

Then fell on her a swift devouring flame 
That left no dust of her behind. It went : 
Yet went not — unconsuming Light became. 
Through which a veiled Presence hghtnings sent, 
And thunderings of a many-languaged Name. 
But to define or syllable vainly bent 

My heedful powers. I knew them then the same 

That had of old my ready bosom fired. 

With form and hue, sound, language, dream inspired, 

And left me sadder for them, and my aim. 

But rapture now my spirit overcame ; 

For tuneful through my own and Nature's frame 

Leaped tongues of fire, that blended : and bright forms 

Mingling, as clouds that meet and mix in storms. 

All hues, aU shapes ; aU beautiful ; and blent ; 

Of one all-fusing, all-transcending Light 

Begot, pierced, slain, resumed, crowned, gathered to the 
Infinite. 

Voices. 
God ! God ! God ! 

Other Voices. 

God ! God ! God ! 
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Chorus of all the Spirits of Mind. 

We have bowed down to stocks, we have bowed down to stones, 

And things without beauty or breath : 
We have offered the fruit of our blood and our bones 

To Phantoms of Sin and of Death. 
We have bowed to the Demons of Murder and Lust, 

Of Battle, and Anarchy dread : 
With fire stol'n from Heaven we have kneaded the dust 

And yoked the Divine with the Dead. 
We have clothed them with Glory and armed them with Might, 

And throned them like stars in the sky : 
Though alas ! unlike them they but deepened the Night 

And mirrored Earth's darkness on high. 
We have bowed to the works that our fingers had wrought ; 

And words of our tongue and our pen ; 
The Thinker has worshipped his perishing thought 

That made him an idol of men. 
The student of Nature has worshipped her laws. 

The living bowed down to the dead ; 
And, proud of his shame, has dethroned the First Cause, 

To set up the second instead. 
We have bowed to the Mystery veiled of the world, 

Its vacant shrine graved — ** the Unknown ! " 
And Science the mystery downward has hurled. 

To vault to the Desolate Throne. 
The Dreamer has bowed to his beautiful dream 

On canvas, in marble, or lay : 
And blinded his eyes with the faint, broken beam 

To the Sun and the Source of his Day. 
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We have worshipped the corporate powers of mankind, 

The god working God- ward within ; 
And, filled with its aggregate greatness, grown blind 

To its personal meanness and sin. 
But now we ascend to the God who is Law, 

By the law that God never could be ! 
And dwell in the Light whose reflection we saw, 

The Beauty which only is He. 
The cloud has dissolved in the infinite Sun ; 

The veil from His presence has passed ; 
And Being and Knowledge and Beauty in One 

We know and we worship at last. 



FouB Voices. 

First Voice. 
The four winds are striving upon the Great Sea. 

Second Voice. 
But the sounds of their strife are the world's jubilee. 

Third Voice. 
Yes, they strive but in love and in madness of mirth. 

Fourth Voice. 
Love and Joy are the only strifes left on the Earth. 



2»» BAT AN BOUND: 



Chant of the Winds. 

South. 

I kiss thee on thy frozen mouth ; I, rose-lipped Daughter of the 
South. « 

NOBTH. 

My icy lips all glow with bliss, bloom as rose-buds in thy kiss. 

South. 

I breathe on thee with breath of balm, bathe thee in my 
golden calm. 

Nobth. 

My withered cheeks grow young and fair, in thy gentle amorous 
air. 

South. 

I would woo thee forth to me ! Come, and let us wedded be ! 

North. 
Midway be the bridal done, not beneath thy blazing sun. 

South. 
Midway, midway let it be, not upon thy frozen sea. 

North. 

But ^the Sun our priest will stand in some happy temperate 
land. 
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South. 

nd the Seasons there will meet, bind our hair with roses 
sweet : 

NOBTH. 

nd the long-lived sun-clad Hours will bestrew our couch with 
flowers. 

South. 
^e will dwell in even joy, free from passions that destroy : 

North. 

ree from stem and gloomy Pride, Death's sublimely fearful 
Bride : 

South. 

ree from fickle false Dehght, Death's enchantress fiercely 
bright : 

North. 
:ee from cold, pursuing Hate, and the steadfast grip of Fate : 

South. 

:ee from subtle brooding spite, sudden spring and poisoned 
bite: 

North. 
:ee from blasts that cramp the soul lifted upwards to the pole : 
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Ar.i the hush of wiser sadness. 



Purple-blooded grape's caresses. 
P:np :f palm : 

XOBTH. 

And strength of pine. Pride of iir : 
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South. 

And grace of vine. 



NOBTH. 

Beaven's far-reaching, raising clearness : 



South. 
Earth's fond-breathing bosom-nearness : 



North. 
Eye of pole-star keenly bright : 



South. 

Mellowed with a dreamier light 



North. 
Light that battles with the gloom : 



South. 

Life that sepulchres the tomb 



North. 
Victories o'er darkness won : 
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South* 

Gifts of the indulgent sun. 



NOBTH. 

Patience that the night endurefr— 



South. 

And the beauty that matures. 



NoBTH. 

Purposes that years embrace : 



South. 
Thoughts that sprout and grow apace. 



NoBTH. 

Life's intensity concealed : 



South. 

Life's exuberance revealed. 



North 
Still and balanced self-control : 
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South. 
Glow and rush of conquering soul. 



NOBTH. 

Thus fulfil we Nature's plan : 



South. 
Crown her thus with perfect man. 



East and West. 

East. 
Hark ! a voice is calling me, out of lands beyond the sea. 

West. 

Prom the sunset's golden waters, from the west-wind's happy 
daughters ! 

East. 
Tis a strain methinks I know ! For I taught it long ago. 

West. 
Tis the child thy bosom bare. Tis thy long-lost wandering heir. 
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East. 
Like a polished shaft I sent — shot thee — from the orient. 

West. 

Shot me hke thy smi-bow*s ray, to create a yomiger day. 

East. 

Hast thou dciie my bidding truly? Sown my light-seeds fer 
and throughly ? 

West. 

I hare sown them day and night, all the lands are deep in light. 

East. 

It is well ! For I have slumbered. Sowing days were long 
since numbered. 

West. 

Old world sower, wake from sleep ! Thrust thy sickle in and 
reap. 

East. 
I am old and cannot wake. Though I would for thy sweet sake. 

West. 

I will make thee young again ; pour my blood through every 
vein. 
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East. 

thou ? No, thou canst not. See ! these breasts I — dried in 
nurturing thee. 

West. 
nth that thou didst impart I will fill again thy heart. 

East. 
Life has no second mom. Can a world again be born ? 

West. 
ot Life its forces spread, from the body to the head ? 

East. 
76 not of different years ? 

West. 

Are we not two hemispheres ? 

East. 
lot I distinct from thee ? 

West. 

Only as is sea from sea. 
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East. 
Is tlicre aught of union left ? 



West. 

We are but a mountain cleft. 



East. 
But between an ocean rolls. 



West. 

Ocean of our mingling souls. 



East. 
Nay ; we're twain ! Oh, ask the sun ! 



West. 
Knows he two worlds ? or but one? 



East. 
Old world, new world, tropic, pole. 



West. 

There is neither in the isoA. 
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East. 
Hold we not a different place ? 



West. 

Like the two sides of one face. 



East. 
But we are unlike each other ! 



West. 

Is a child just like his mother ? 



East. 
Thou art swift and I am slow. 



West. 

But one Father made us so. 



East. 
But in nothing we agree. 



West. 

Difference makes God's unity. 



240 8 AT AN BOUND : 

East. 
God has put us £eu: apart. 

West. 

Unity is of the heart. 

East. 
Since thou wentest forth to rove thou hast bartered all 1 1( 

West. 
Dost thou wisely thus to chide in thy solemn stolid pride ? 

East. 

Though thou art indeed my child, thou art raw, and ga 
wild. 

West. 
This is why I come to Thee. Mellow, tame, and ripen m 

East. 

Now thou speakest words of reason. Thou art wiser tb 
season. 

West. 
Mother f thou art old and mae I Thou hast been in Para( 



A ZTLJ^^^zJ: Jfl.r Fi 



'inie. I hxvt ^wna&i msfik mifiefL. unL ipok hue ^m^^^f msn* 
talked. 



^i thy ehBd h» jasvsr ininrx iiffiFf 'mcinar iian. us nra.. 



*Ve the HesicQS nt'a- Jirf^sL ii "nnft. or -im airii ^jr ji ^ii** 
sea? 

^ Ver : all tfcai I ia:*?: sen. iron, im ±az^ laa tt^sstj^ 'v^ssl. 



'^arth-lig^ ! Ah. yewnn irj »fiiTif : iz^x^jl i ^"juk m 
nndefiled. 



*»2a^ 



Ilion hast beat to HcsfOL Ts^^tagrgfrt; I '«r«jiiit iuz, :;^ ibb^ k 
tang^ 



Int wilt thoa indeed he icfci^^ — Casu &^*3ij itlae 'ziai::^. fAHat^l^ 



will learn God's l^Jil cC fihee, cf shris :ule Q^% V/fe m 
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East. 
Can Uiy words indeed be truth ? Lo ! I fed a flnsh of 701 

West. 

Stealthily thy cheek I kissed when thy Uabbing winds 
whist. 

East. 
Fearedst me ? Thy fear was strange ! 

West. 

I but feared thy fear of cl 

East. 

Sweet change! I knew not life before. Take me t 
brighter shore. 

West. 
Bather give to me a place with thy wise and ancient race 

East. 
I would learn thy secrets rare. 

West. 

In thy reverence I would 
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East. 
Secrets of thy knowledge new. 



West. 

Beverence of thy old and true. 



East. 
Hast thou heard ;qo voices ever ? 



West. 

Only those of my endeavour. 



East. 
Seen no angels, say'st thou ? None ? 

West. 
Not through all my wanderings one. 

East. 

Whence then aU these flame-swift things? Surely they are 
angels* wings ! 

West. 
Thou canst tell, for thou hast known. 
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East. 

They are strangely like my own. 



West. 
They are merely things of Nature. 



East. 

Different but in nomenclature. 



West. 
But God's angels often found you ! 



East. 
Are not these God's angels round you? 



West. 
To your eyes are they revealed ? 



East. 
From your eyes are they concealed? 



West. 
God has left my vision flam. 
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Ah ! joa lire fio ikr from HinL 



West. 

He is near thee — ^in thy view. 



East. 

Not m.are r ear to m/e than yoa. 

West. 

What see I in sky or sod ? 

East. 

Yon see N .ture. I see God. 

West. 
Lend lend me then thine eyes f unvei to me the skies f 

East. 
I have need to come to thee : thon hast hea ren onveiled to me. 

West. 
I to thee ! Thy words are strange ! 
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East. 

Thon hast tempted me to range. 

West. 
And on my unhallowed shore — 

East. 

Heaven has opened a new door. 

West. 
Through my poor prosaic lights sawest thou celestial sights? 

East. 
Yes. I saw that every nation has its special Eevelation. 

West. 
Let me bless thee for thine eyes ! Lo ! J see the opening skies. 

East. 

Blessed are we child and mother! finding Heaven in one 
another ! 

West. 
Closer take me to thy breast I Give thy wanderer thy rest ! 
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East. 

• lead me by thy hand! Shew me all the Promised 
nd! 

West. 
at is an old-world sight ! 

East. 

'Tis the old world in new light. 

West. 
)t Heaven's old promise true ? 

East. 

Yes. But hath fulfilments new. 

West. 
I, old, hast many shoots. 

East. 

As God*s life hath many roots. 

West. 
a; leaf with varying sun. 



( 
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East. 

Bat the life Divine and One. 

West. 

Grow we rC'Und the world and twine, like two branches of oi 
Tine: 

East. 
And the grapes together trod, be the sacrament of God : 

West. 

Do the sacramental sign of our origin divine : 

East. 

And iLc Ltavens around that lie, lift the chalice to the sky: 

W^EST. 

And the stars in blessed union gather to the vast communion 

East. 
And the sacramental hymn stir the lofty seraphim : 

W^EST. 

And the heavenly anthem sweep through the universal deep : 
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East. 

)und the eaxth in flame and flood fly the kiss of brotherhood : 

West. 
id the benediction fall from the Highest upon all : 

East. 
id round every soul and sod flow the final peace of God. 

Chorus of East, West, North and South. 

lus fulfil we God's great plan ; crown His Work with perfect 
Man. 

Song of the Nations. 

The sceptres are broken, the banners are furled, 

Tis the bridal of nations the feast of the world. 

Let them not be lifted, let them not be spread 

Neither for the Hving, neither for the dead : 

Battle from his throne is hurled : 

Tyranny has stooped her head : 

Never more the word be written, never more be said. 

Now keep we the jubilee 
Which the world has longed to see. 
Gazing, Hstening through the rattle 
And the purple rain of battle. 
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If (vrvliauoo a wandering note 

Ou hor w^'ary oar might float ; 

Or a );Uiui>!H' might bless her eyes 

Of hot *t\vuil l^iradise. 

INuradisal m^xruing hail ! 

All tho uatunis have grown pale 

\\:iu-l\iii^i; tor thy rising star 

Thixnvgh tho bUHxly rifts of war, 

Midst tho hail of hissing iron 

And tho glvHUUs that did environ, 

Uivkou oulv bv tho tlashes 

i^f tlxo hidoous thuuder-crashes ; 

Whilo tho l^atiuors. torn and tattered, 

i^'or tho thousaiuU shot and shattered, 

SiioAiiuvl mul danood all bUxxl be-spattered- 

Pativvvl A!ul U'ci^wl with fiendish glee 

In tho \\:kv bUst luorrily. 

Unlo. v^ hvlo :hcu\ tVoiu our sight ! 

Mou\*i5i ox that holMvrn night ! 

1.0 1 thoir oriiusou and their gold 

i>u tho ^vaootul blue unrv>llod, 

No\cv nivnv tho hoavous atTront 

In thoir loai'tul dovils* h\mt. 

lUiru tho murdor-blottod rags ! 

Hurl \var*s harpy-visagod hags 

In thoir oauldron*s siokouiug stew, 

In tho vilo holl-broth they brew ; 

Midst the bubbling bones and blood 

Fling them in the name of God ! 
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steep them, seethe them to the mouth, 

And midst torments of their drouth 

Bid them drink the scalding blood-brine ; 

Down their peeled throats pour that good wine 

With whose glow they fired ambition, 

Drugged, and damned it to perdition I 

Then beneath the boiling Hquor 

ffissing, louder, hotter, thicker, 

Plunge the scraggy wretches shrieking. 

Struggling, scrambling, straining, reeking 

Like the fields they heaped with slaughter. 

Till, each hideous devil*s-daughter 

In her own black beverage drowned. 

The low, gurgling, bubbUng sound 

Tells the world its curse and shame 

Sleeps in Hell from whence it came. 

Sing we nations rising glorious 

0*er the war-fiend*s dying flame ! 

Strife is dead, and Love victorious ! 

Never more the trumpet's bray 
Shall arouse the sleeping day ; 
Never more the rolling drum, 
And the dread prophetic hum 
Strike the jocund morning dumb ; 
Never more the sun at noon 
Sicken in a bloody swoon ; 
And the evening's cheek grow pale 
Listening the flushed sunset's tale ; 
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And the night reproach the sun 
For the deeds of darkness done ; 
And the stars look shuddering down 
Through the solemn midnight's frown 
On the frozen sea of gore 
Which the fiends are gloating o*er. 

Hate is dead and dead is fear, 
Broken are the sword and spear, 
And the cannon on the height — 
Relic of the by-gone fight — 
Busts and reddens, as the flowers 
In the battlemented towers. 
Creeping round its dragon mouth, 
Heedless of its iron drouth. 
Fearless cf its slumbering might, 
Hide it in their bosoms bright ; 
Witnessing in each caress 
To the might of Gentleness ; 
To the victory of Meekness 
O'er the weaponed force of Weakness, 
And the union of Beauty 
With the iron will of Duty. 

Sing together I Harps awake ye ! Organs thunder I Trumpets 

blow! 
All your voices and your music, nations ! let them mingling 

flow! 
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I^or the barriers are broken — barriers of race and clime, 

-And the many tongues and dialects are the bells whose varied 

chime 
Eeaven is ringing round the globe as she spins upon her pole, 
Pilling all the sky with echoes of the oneness of the soul ; 
Marriage bells of Might and Justice ; Power and Goodness ; 

Wealth and Love ; 
All the hallowed Hfe of mortals with the holier from above. 
Unions of all thought and feeling, enterprise and hope and toil. 
Work of thinker, work of craftsman, tiller of the brain and soil ; 
All the motions of world-movers that have sought each one his 

goal 
By a sovereign Wisdom guided to the weKare of the whole : 
Individual interest merging, blending in the general good, 
The equahty of all men and their common brotherhood. 
Ringing Heavenly proclamations of Divineness of mankind, 
And the littleness of blood-rank and the royalty of mind ; 
And the people's bond of union, not in governments or creeds. 
But in deeper satisfyings of their deeper spirit-needs ; 
In their worship and their service of a Personal Perfect Will, 
And the love's reciprocations, that their natures over-fill 
With a bhss of bright contentment which no other love has 

given. 
Flowing round their hearts-o'erflowing like the boundless light 

of heaven. 
One of whom each noble master was a dim or clearer sign. 
But for ever lost like star-Hghts in the Risen Sun Divine : 
One in whom each fond Ideal, though as varied as each race. 
Finds itself complete and heaven-crowned in a human form and 

face; 
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One whose feet are on the Tyrants, and whose eyes are towards 

the opprest, 
And whose Hand alone has lifted weary manhood to its rest- 
To the peace it failed to conquer through its centnries of blood, 
And at last flew down from Heaven like a Dove sent out bom 

God. 

Bono of the Eabth. 

Peace of God ! Thou blessed Sun ! smile upon me, I am one. 
Hide thy face from me no more. Lay thy bright arms round 

my shore ; 
Round my sea where sleep my storms changed to mild and 

gentle forms, 
On their changed mother's breast lulled to everlasting rest : 
From her green and golden wimple twinkling like a beauteous 

dimple 
Never more to blind thy Day with their shrouds of mist and 

spray, 
Rising but to ask thy kiss, sinking back dissolved in bliss, 
Bliss of mingling us in one, children of the Sea and Sun 
Waking only from my breast to catch me thy smile, and rest. 

Song op the Sun. 

Blessed Earth ! with woes overladen ; like a poor forsaken 

maiden, 
Midst thy sisters in the sky, straying, stumbling wearily ; 
Fiery blast and freezing storm beating on thy tattered form, 
And in madness and despair shrieking through the lonely air ; 
Bending all thy flesh and face till no feature could I trace 
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Of the Virgin whose calm eyes greeted me from Paradise. 
Now I see thee tread once more Heaven's star-tesselated floor ; 
See thee lift thy head on high, while the lightnings *neath 

thee die ; 
See the emerald rainbow shine for a second covenant sign 
Bound thy forehead white as snow where the five star-rubies 

glow, 
Like the transverse planet-light lifted in the southern night ; 
Seal indehble of Blood, impress of the Death of God, 
Blotting with its crimson stone every record but its own, 
Leaving naught except the stain of its purifying pain, 
Leaving but its ruby glow in that firmament of snow. 
Stately is thy tread and calm, every footstep is a psalm. 
Motions of thine every limb quiring Hke the cherubim ; 
Clad in robes of purest white woven in the looms of Light, 
Every scar upon thee healed, wounds from battle-flood and 

field. 
And the madness in thine eyes dead as comet in my rise ; 
All the stars around thee thronging with unmeasured love 

and longing. 
And I standing in the sky, 'midst my gathering family, 
Smiling round on them for thee, bidding them rejoice with me. 
To my banquet bidding all, in my great and golden hall. 
To my floods of golden wine, drink of gods and men divine, 
Li my fiery wine vat trod for the vesture- dye of God — 
Light that like the Being is of the Highest and of His ! 
Lo ! I fill each starry chalice in my bright and burning palace 
With a liquor new-distilled from my hope and joy fulfilled, 
From my bosom overflowing with the blessedness of knowing 
That thou art again at one with the stars and with the Sun. 



yJiZJJ^ Bc^ryD : 



^cniiK XT' JjKrn.1 moL ja ^tt hsbt serenfold be. as seven 



int :innt ICiAnL* fil m lij bcra with the splendour of 



i»:cu<<;? ritSsif «£3 the night is aQ ablaze, 
H IK in lui r«Kr£iifSff fr, 'klrmg, ^rafng from the sky, 
fix a r«£3XLTL tiiTz^s: azii Lzrieii frtsn our Banqnet with the 



Sca«» or Tsx Moos. 



I ui mc a wrfcTrnc ^**^^^*^^ wrih a silver mirror laden, 
S=iiL J«irw ^y xr^sa^ 5r6iia lo 5}>:>w Earth thy &ce by night, 
>c i!i2Kn«?ixr*At .*£ xiT iafif. jxh *o sl^ friom thine embrace 

r'rA: 5ii>: H'lsc '> ■ ^'f '^:ii?; Tf^f p, STTrHhig on her in her sleep. 
>.araCJiite^ v.::!! ~Ji::,pfcrsis>* barmng for her absent lord's 



7^Tr7< i:*i TLTTT-r v £ciT>5^ 'iTiL the kisses of her Ups. 

\i i^fs: iJ:»:c >Ai 5c: ~j f x^us^cp? f»r. begging eTery maiden star 

H,ai i«:x inj: 3i-rr:ir 5,^nh. East ana West, and South and 

T^*:r-i^i> - c: ^i"= >cm:<c^\i ir^ld- and ihy image manifold 
^: >^K^N .-r^ -c: Ejmh < w^jLtciul sight till the body of the night 
I:? a fr»rie ."£ ^ccinj. h^iiic with miniatnres of thee. 
^: rjw^ bjirccr^e^ s*:vk I in my lone walk through the sky, 
S*vv to c^v as th-^:: bas^ giTcn, £iithfnl almoner of heaven 
To a biXNL^^^r wcr-li :iiin mine, where the elements combine 
IViueC^Ux tor^i4aII Kes55^>i things with their blended minist*rings ; 
Auvi all 6ur and plt-asant jJaees heavenward lift their smiling 
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?imid nooks that creep and hide in the mountain's cloven side ; 
byous uplands' wave-like swell ; and demure and cloistered 

dell; 
Jid the meadow daisy-gemmed, and lake lily-diademed ; 
rardens where the dial'd flowers to the bees chime out the 

hours ; 
lolet banks that primrosed lie like a little starry sky 
'or all prone and creeping things, and small creatures that have 

wings ; 
nd the streamlet in the mead where the shepherd tunes his 

reed; 
nd the comfortable farm girt with every floral charm, 
ike a russet maid's array for the merry Queen of May ; 
ottage where the amorous vine weds the meek-eyed jessamine, 
OSes nodding round the door chequering the sanded floor, 
nd the black bird in the cage, wise and solemn as a sage, 
ooking with a curious eye at the sun-browned children by. 
ft from my domain I stray for a glimpse of them by day ; 
ike a dead moon seem I there, floating in the living air ; 
arrior-maiden on the field fallen 'neath my clouded shield, 
3ft behind of starry legions on their march to distant regions, 
om and wasted, wan and dim as a fallen cherubim 
Tiich the blaze alone reveals of thy fiery chariot wheels, 
it what feelings in me rise when I mount my evening skies I 
jarce I see me in the deeps where my own full image sleeps, 
)r my eagerness to trace all the features of each face 
reaming of the absent light 'neath the murky cloak of Night. 
the world's forsaken bosom, round each tree and bud and 

blossom 
ow I love to lie and linger, and, with silver-pencilled finger, 
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Touch their closed lips and eyes with the light that beautifies 
Beanteons sleeper, beauteous breast; yet ne*er breaks their 

lightest rest, 
Nor unseasonable power quickens in most amorous flower, 
Through whose delicate veins I pour light that only soothes 

them more, 
While I drop on each shut lip pearls of richest workmanship, 
Which the morning's kiss divine will dissolve to golden wine 
Drank in honour of the Sun with the love of every one. 
But how reverently I creep o'er the city fall'n asleep. 
And around the giant vast my ethereal mantle cast ; 
Bound the brawny arms and breast of the Titan in his rest 
Wind my soft and sheeny veil, while his dim and rusty mail, 
Cast off with the closing fight, cleanse I with my silvering 

Hght: 
Silvering all the bearded throat, sinewy band and veined knot 
Of each brown and burly limb ; till, all beautifully dim. 
Strength becomes a thing of grace. Labour wears the angel- 

£BLce, 
And the City, harsh and grim, Ues a sleeping seraphim. 
Thus these many thousand years have I walked amidst the 

spheres. 
Lonely walked the world around, and without one happy sound, 
Save the music of my feet on the silent heavens that beat, 
And the still small voice of Duty, have I clothed with nightly 

beauty 
Scenes where life and love abide, evermore to me denied. 
For a barren world I roam and no being calls me * Home.' 
Yet think not my lot I wail or I am with envy pale ; 
I am pale with watching only, and amidst my yigUs lonely 
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link I, * Were I more like thee much less welcome should 

I be, 
id my lessened joy in giving would make less my joy in 

living.* 
>r content am I to shine without any light of mine, 
1 a life I only see — servant to the Earth for thee. 



it what light around me grows ? and what strain around me 

flows? 
liat is this that soul and sense steeps in pleasure so intense ? 
:eaking on my raptured ears like a thousand chanting 

spheres ! 
7er all my being brighteniag like a sea of liquid lightning, 
hile around my lips a feeling, as of fragrant breezes stealing 
:om the distance all in motion, throbbing, thundering like an 

ocean, 
hispers * Lo ! a change has passed o'er thy barren womb at 

last; 
liou shalt be a joyful mother, so long faithful to another ; 
eaven shall bless and comfort thee with a happy progeny.* 
Etrth ! I shall no longer be as a body of death to thee ! 



) ! upon my flowering mountains, by my opening, bursting 

fountains, 
irough my groves of virgin green where no living thing hath 

been, 
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Through my wastes of fire and frost which or beast or bird 

ne*er crost, 
Sons of mine and daughters rove, filled with bHss of life and 

love ; 
And the jocund air is ringing with the laughter and the 

singing 

Of each band of merry rovers, of each pair of happy lovers; 
And the fields are rich with bloom, and the breezes with 

perfume ; 
And the birds chant in the bowers, and the bees hum round the 

flowers. 
And the mountains in the deep lie like giants rocked to sleep, 
And the rills around them gleam like the fairies of their dream. 
In all things thy counterpart, fashioned after thine own heart 
Like thy other self am I, in a mild equahty ! 
As if God had taken me, in thy sleep, Earth ! from thee — 
Eve-like drawn me from thy side, formed me for thy faithful 

bride. 
Whom, awaking, thou dost see, pale for very love of thee,* 
Bending o*er thy form and face with a sad and pensive grace. 
Longing for thy waking kiss, and all day in silent bliss 
In thy shadow, by thy side, — sun-paviHoned Groom and Bride — 
Through the Spacious heavens to rove, till the hour of night and 

love. 
Till thou sleep within my arms, and I shew thee all my charms, 
And with kisses print thee o*er, till thou gleam the heavens 

before 
Like an angel from the skies flown by night to Paradise ! 
Who us twain, Earth ! shall sever ? One for ever and for 

ever! 
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Voice of the Planets. 

Though so far removed from thee 
Who can insulated be 
Midst a sea of sympathy, 
Like a universal Soul, 
All-diffased through the whole 
Bounding us from pole to pole ? 



^ Voice from the Distant Heavens. 

Hail thou highly favoured one ! 
Though all dark to us thy sun, 
And no gleam of thee e'er crossed 
The abyss in which thou'rt lost ; 
We have heard thy story told 
By the spirits that of old 
Came to thee, to us, and sung 
Thee in every starry tongue : 
And the wonders in thee wrought 
Shall from world to world be taught, 
Chanted in the lofty hymn 
Of each minstrel seraphim, 
Till the highest heavens have heard. 
Till their depths have all been stirred 
With the pain and with the pleasure 
Of the finely mingled measure, 
And all heavens thy life rehearse — 
Poem of the universe ! 
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Voice fbom all Heavens. 

Myriads of worlds are we 
But all one earth with thee ! 
Through the Christ that is to be 
One eternal femily ! 

Voice fbom the Eabth. 

Throngh my frame thrills a pulse, through my dust, through 

my dead ! 
Death ! Thou wast nought but a Name and a Dread ! 

Voice from beneath the Eabth. 

Worlds strive in thy womb sweet Mother of life ! 
We hail the victorious end of thy strife ! 

Several Voices from above the Earth. 

truth, sweetest Mother ! Thy children arisen 
Would comfort thee ; crown thee ! The walls of our prison 
Fell down, and we all were immortal and free 
To fly like the Ught o'er the land and the sea. 

A Voice from the Air. 

We fly on our chariots and horses of flame. 
From mountain to mountain leap, while their vast frame 
Quivers down to its roots in the depths of the world ; 
And we cover the sky with our banners unfurled. 
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A Voice fbom the Sea. 

(^ake, ocean ! Arise ! Bear thy crest to the clouds ! 

pout, dragons of whirlpool ! Death, weave thy white shrouds 

'f the mist and the spray with thy shuttle of flame ! 

^e mock thee, Death ! Thou wast nought but a Name ! 



Chorus of Voices. 

The victors and lords of the world and its powers 
Its being and brightness for ever are ours. 
Its forms our apparel, its forces our slaves. 
And Death was a Phantom that sank in our graves. 



Voice of the Eabth. 

children ! I hear ye ! My old heart awakes ; 

1 rejoice that I travailled in birth for your sakes : 

Thou Heaven share my joy that hast witnessed my pain ! 
I have borne thee immortals ! I bore not in vain ! 



Voice from Heaven. 

Fair Mother of men ! Youthful Bride of the Sky ! 
Whose bright Hymenean my spheres sang on high : 
I have ransomed thy sons from the worm and the clod, 
And made them aU stars in the splendour of God. 
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Voice of the Eabth. 



I am yours my children ! My forces are yours, 
My strength and my beauty while Nature endures. 
All Spirit I feel in your quickening embrace, 
And the destiny seem to partake of my race. 



Voices from above the Eabth. 

We are thine sweetest Mother ! To hush thine alarms 
All ours that was of thee Death gave to thine arms : 
Our eyes are to thee for our Form's second birth, 
The second time ours, and our Mother Earth. 



Voice of the Eaeth. 

I feel a strange stirring and striving within. 

As of new nobler travail about to begin ; 

With powers yet unknown seems my womb newly rife. 

Joy ! I shall still be the mother of life ! 



Voice from Heaven. 

Of higher Life mother ! The forms thou shalt bear 
The Glory of God and His image shall wear : 
And the last bridal come of the soul and the sod. 
Of Matter and Spirit, Man, Nature, and God. 
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Chorus of Voices. 

They are coming, they are coming from immeasurable spaces, 

Thick as star-dust in the galaxy their multitudes of faces ! 

They are coming, they are coming from the outskirts of creation,. 

Across the vast Saharas of the worlds in desolation ; 

Across the star wastes burning with the fires of systems dying ; 

Across the molten oceans of forming systems flying ; 

On the torrents of the light-streams from myriad founts 

descending, 
Down tracks of ancient splendour unbeginning and unending ; 
They are coming, they are coming to the mighty celebration, 
The banquet of the Universe, the Bridal of Creation. 



•Voice of the Earth. 

I am lifted, I am lifted by attractions from afar, 

I feel my bulk upheaving like the ocean to her star ; 

Through my blind, stone- visaged mountains I feel a brightness 

flash ; 
In my deaf, deep-sunken caverns I hear a thunder crash ; 
I know not whence it cometh, but I feel within my breast 
The anguish and the rapture of a being God-possessed ; 
A fire seems smouldering in me. One breath — and every clod 
Would burst and fill the air with flames like seraphim of God. 



266 SATAN BOUND: 



Voices from the Distant Heavens. 

We come ! we come ! we have wandered far 

From sun to sun, and from star to star ; 

We have crossed the deeps without form and void, 

And the Dead-sea wastes of worlds destroyed ; 

We have watched them leap from their natal fires, 

And seen them laid on their blazing pyres ; 

We have roamed through spheres in light arrayed 

That made earth's brightest skies seem shade ; 

We have talked with races different 

And various as each firmament 

That o'er them spread its varying Ught — 

A different day a different night : 

We have sped on the waves of starry streams 

Beyond the flight of the morning's beams, 

Where the sun had shrunk to a taper's light 

And vainly struggled to chase the night ; 

We have seen new depths of life unfold, 

Majestic Heaven from Heaven unroUed, 

System from system, sky from sky. 

Till, lost amidst the infinity. 

We knew not whether to praise or weep, 

And almost prayed for the gift of sleep, 

That our eyes might cease to see the beams 

Or see them only in spirit dreams. 

But never never sweet mother Earth ! 

Forgot we the womb that gave us birth ; 



A LYRICAL DRAMA. 267 

Never amidst the bright, burning spheres 

Forgot we the face bedimmed with tears, 

The visage so marred beneath the curse 

Thou mourner chief in the universe ! 

Across the infinite distance thrilled 

The sense of pain, and our eyes were filled 

With tears, which we prayed might filter through 

And fall on thy brow like cheering dew. 

We turned from the fairest planet's face 

And longed to he in thy sweet embrace ; 

And the low deep moaning of thy pain 

Stole from the past, like a softer strain 

Midst the chant of the worlds, and filled our breast 

With a sense of sweetness — sense of rest ; 

And thy darker skies seemed dearer far, 

And brighter to us than brightest star. 

And we vowed in hearing of the spheres 

We'd never forget thee Mother of Tears ! 

And now we are coming. We see thee shine — 

Thy mild, soft eyes that are so divine ; 

And we long to search their depths again 

And all their mystery of pain. 

To search with a long and loving gaze 

For gleams of the dear, old, vanished days. 

That with all their sorrow and their sin 

Still wear a charm none other can win. 



SATAN BOUND: 



SoNO OF Spirits Deuyebbd. 

Truly the light is sweet 
And pleasant is the Son : 
The flowers heneath our feet 
How precious every one. 

We knew them not so dear 
Till Death our eyes had sealed : 
God's gifts that lay so near 
Were glories unrevealed. 

Our hearts with sin were blind, 
The veil was on our eyes : 
But since God changed our mind 
We walk in Paradise. 

How tenderly the night 
Smiles on the silent wold : 
The stars gave not such hght — 
The stars we knew of old. 

How lustrous are the streams 
That down the mountains run : 
They bring from far the beams 
Of a diviner Sun. 
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Nature ! Dear old feice ! 
So old and yet so new ! 
How different thine embrace 
To spirits false, and true ! 

Not half so fresh wast Thou 
To our child-eyes of yore ; 
And though more awful now 
Our love to thee is more. 

Thy Winds, how sweet they steal 
Upon our brow and cheek ; 
We seem to hear and feel 
God breathe in them and speak. 

Midst Evening's cool and calm 
A Voice walks through the glade ; 
And the night-dews drop balm, 
For night is but His shade. 

Yon cloud that swan-like swims 
Across the crystal sphere — 
It is His Breath that dims 
The heavenly mirror clear ! 

His Breath ! And *tis His Face 
That wears for veil the Sun, 
And screens for our frail race 
The Intolerable One. 



SATAX BOryD: 



O Son-crowned cloud-graced Heaven 
How beantifdl thou art 
To those to whom tis given 
To see thee with pore heart. 

O Earth thv win^ are white 
As a £iir heaven -flown dove 
To those whose spirit-sight 
Is clear with perfect love. 

Transfigured all things rise 

In a celestial hirth : 

For when God gives new eyes 

There are new Heavens and Earth. 



S<-^NG OF THE EaKTH. 

Brlirht faces are sratherini? o'er me, 
The faces of ai^ros a<^o ; 
Now — liirlituinLrs fast-flashing before me ; 
Now — sunbeams that tarry and glow. 

They dazzle my eyes with their splendour 
Thev comfort mv heart with their loves ; 
Their glances so bright, yet so tender ; 
Their voices, the music of doves. 

They lie in my bosom low-tuning 
Then* breath to the pulses of yore ; 
The joys of our early communing 
That livo vn o\ii Vie^irts evermore. 
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I gaze on their features with wonder ; 
They gaze with delight upon mine : 
cursed was the Fiend that did sunder 
The Earth and her children divine ! 

They shall lie in my bosom for ever, 
My secrets, I'll tell them each one ; 
And nought shall my union sever 
With them and the stars and the sun. 

They shall drink of the Imowledge whose fountains 
Well up from the depths of mine eyes ; 
They shall walk my delectable mountains 
That bathe in the depths of the skies. 

I'll shew them where aU the enchantments 
Of Wisdom and Beauty are found ; 
Where they in their thousands shaU plant tents 
As common inhabited ground. 

No more will I jealous, or churlish 
Deny them aught precious or rare ; 
The weakest that shaU my One Pearl wish, 
Th' Arcana of Beauty shall share. 

So glad are mine eyes to behold them. 
And end all my sorrow and pain, 
My arms shaU for ever enfold them, 
My heart never vex them again. 






SA TAX BOUND : 



Chaxt of thx Ssbafhim. 

All Creation Thou sbalt gather 
Holv. Universal Father ! 

m 

Heaven is filled with Tongaes of Flame 

Crying • Hallowed be Thy Name ! ' 

All Tliv works are now at rest ; 

All Thy worshippers are blest. 

What Thou mavest vet disclose 

Not the brightest seraph knows ; 

Onlv knows whatever it be 

Twill be more and more of Thee, 

Undivided Triune One 

Father, Holv Ghost, and Son I 

Typt ? and s}Tnbols all things be 

Of Tliv trior ions Unity. 

More than these, than us Thou art, 

Thou tlie Whole in every part. 

Lv^rd of all the Heavenly Host 

Father Son and Holv Ghost ! 

Comprehensible by none 

Inlinito, Unfathomed One ! 

All Creation but a small 

Spark of Thee — the One and All ! 



THS END. 
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STONES OF ENGLAND 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

A POEM IN FIVE CANTOS. 



"Mr. Bonlding's 'Stones of England' is a somewhat long bat weU-sostained and 
melodions poem on Westminster Abbejr. The author passes on from one to another of 
' the mighty dead ' in that peerless fabric, celebrating them in torn with much enthusiasm. 
The measure is Spenserian, the lines are polished and graceful, and the theme almost inex- 
haustible. The Tolume is dedicated, bj permission, to the Dean ; and towards the end of 
the poem are some good lines on Lady Augusta StaiLley." — Sdtool Guardian. 

" We opened this handsome little volume with some prejudice. We read it, however, 
with ever-increasing delight — ^a book of genuine poetry, high culture, in beautiful verse — 
and in closing it we must accord the author our hearty praise and a recommoidation of 
the ' Stones of England ' to those who ' take pleasure in tnem.' " — Weekly Review. 

" If a beautiful building is a poem in stone, Westminster Abbey needs only a sacred 
bard to interpret its silent language, and an epic is at once ready. If r. Bouldmg has, in 
pleasing and graceful language, told its story, tracing its various epochs by the graves of 
those who have, or ought to have been buried there. On the whole, he TnalntainH a high 
level in the treatment of his subject." — Literary Churchman. 

" There are many fine and striking passages in Mr. Boulding's volume. "-Vo^ BuU. 

" There is much of the true poetic afBatus in this book. The descriptive passages are 
powerfuUy written. With a subject so national and world-wide in its interest, it is not 
easy to be duU, and this Mr. Boulding has escaped, longo int^rvaUo. We have hardly 
aught but praise for a composition which is always graceful, often picturesque, and occa- 
sioniJly even sublime. It is dedicated by i>ermis8ion to Dean Stanley." — Fountain. 

"Mr. Boulding is not unknown as a writer. A former poem of his, 'Agnus Dei,' was 
reviewed at the time of its publication in these columns. Mr. Bonlding's present work, a 
poem in five cantos, displavs much power and skill, both in thought and versification. 
The theme— the wonderful history of Uie Abbey of Westminster— is sufficiently inspiring 
to stir any man of poetic feeling, and Mr. Boulding undoubtedly possesses that gift. 
Perhaps the most conspicuous merit of the poem is the evidence of sustained power which 
is manifest throughout. The lines are f uU of pregnant thought, often expressed in noUe 
language ; and the whole poem is stately and dignified. It is a poem that will be read with 
pleasure by thoughtful and cultivated readers." — Derby Mercury. 

" The Author, selecting as his subject the buried dead of our glorious Abbey, has 
worked their names, characteristics, and stories, into a poem of great beauty. Bit John 
Franklin precedes Livingstone in the poem, and the contrast of their deaths and harmony 
of their lives makes up a subject of striking power." — Weekly Times, 

" The Author has, in the work before us, been fortunate in the choice of a sul^ect, and 
he has, in the treatment of it, shown a fidr measure of imaginative power, considerable 
facility, smoothness, and sustuned dignity of stvie, and occasionally more than a flavour 
of genuine poetical inspiration. Westminster Abbey is a poem in five cantos written in 
that very difficult metre, the Spenserian stansa, and containing nearlv 4,000 lines. It 
contains some halting and manv urosaic verses, while others are full ox fire, and others 
again contain noble and beautiful thoughts worthily expressed."— Scotsman. 

"The intention of 'Stones of England' by Wimsett Boulding, is excellent, and the 
writer has attained to very tolerable management of the Spenserian stansa. The poem Is 
a sort of apotheosis of the many celebrated men and women who are buried in Westminster 
Abbev, with incidental references to others who might be thought entitled to tombs 
therem. It is a meritorious little work, and not too \;fi«tAiiUcraA.''— wqi^V^a. 
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AGNUS DEI: 



A POEM IN EIGHT BOOKS 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" There is a good deal of ambition about this poem, no lack of ability, and much real 
thought. Its scope is nothing less than that of a divine epic, having for its subject the 
work of the Incaknate Son, banning with His birth, and ending with His Session at the 
Bight Hand of the Father. In our mind its special merit lies in its thorough realization 
of the personality of the Evil One, and the. conflict of the Inoa&natk Son with him, 
which it brings out with geniune i>ower, as a reality, and not merely as a kind of dramatic 
property brought out to serve a poetic turn. The scene in which Satan tempts our Lord 
on the Thursday night in Gl«thsemane is re^hr finely conceived, and the Satanic ingenuity 
of the Devil's pleadings is rerv striking. We cannot pledge ourselves for every word of 
the i>oem, but so far as we nave seen, the analogy of the faith, and sound scriptural 
exegesis, are both preserved throughout. That the poetic fire scarcely glows in proportion 
to the dignitv of the subject is not saying much in disparagement of me work. And it is 
the only criticism we feel called upon to make." — Literary Chwrchmwn. 

" To sing of Heaven and Hell, of the Angelic Hosts, and of the Armies of Satan, of the 
Agony in the Garden, the Judgment Seat, the Cross, the Resurrection, the Ascension, in a 
tone of reverent piety, with language sometimes rising almost to the sublime and rarely 
sinking to the commonplace, is no small achievement. As a specimen of Mr. Boulding's 
powers we give the striking passage, descriptive of Satan beholding our Lord's resurrection. 
Few could have ventured to describe such a scene, still fewer could have done so without 
a violation of good taste, or a shock to religious feeling."— Jo^n BuU, 

" Mr. Boulding maintains throughout the poem an elevated style, and, had we space, we 
could quote many highly poetical passages." — Afh&ioevm. 

"The poem indicates a considerable amount of sustained i>ower, and no little poetic 
faculty. Our author knows well the use of words, and well does he mi^e them aid in the 
expression of his conception. The poem contains passages of no little beauty. It might 
very well be termed a poetical commentary on the Evangelists."— Li^ary World. 

"There is about the poem considerable ability, no lack of thought, sometimes nobly 
expressed. The fearful struggle in the Garden of Gethsemane— the bitter agony, the 
terrible vision of sin, and the subtle temptation of Satan, — are all i>owerf ully expressed. The 
trial scene also, where Pilate knowingly, albeit unwillingly, condemns the innocent Prisoner, 
is very finely conceived, and the conflict between the good and evil in the Grovemor's mind 
is forcibly i>ourtrayed. The book is one which shouldf bring its author fame amongst men 
who care for something better than the ephemeral productions of the hour." — Derby 
Mercury. 
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